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4% 1 dues thy, lt ab 
be the worſe receivd for | 
bringing Ovid along with þ 


me. He comes from Ba- 


niſhment to rhe Fautreſs of 
Liberty ; from the Barbarons | 
to the Polite; and has this 
to Te him, which 
never fails with a Clemency, 
like Your S ; He is Vaſar- 
tunate, 

VNVour Royal Highnek, 
OY feels for every one, has 
lately been the mournful 
Occaſion of : a like many 
in 


DEDICATION. 
in many Others. Scarce an 
Eye, that did not tell the 
Danger You were in: Evin 
Parties, tho? different in Prin- 
ciples, united at that time 
in their grief, and affectio- 
nate concern, for an event 
of ſo much conſequence to 
the Intereſt of Humanity, 
and Virtue; whilſt Vour Self 
was the only e Then, f 
uanmowvd. 
It was remarkable, That 
she, who, with a Manner 

5 moſt engaging, taughr rhe 


A 5 inno- 


DEDICATION. 
innocent Pleaſures to ap- 
pear more deſirable, than | 
the criminal; who was e- 
very day the Life of | ſome 
new agreable Diverſion; 
ſhould behave Her Self, up- 
on that cruel Tryal, with a 
Magnanimity ſo unſhaken, 
that thoſe who were Wit- 
nefles might have imagin'd, 
She fcarce ever had done a- 
ny thing, but ſtudy n to 

Nu „ : 
It is the greateſt Happi- 
ne can attend an Age un- 


DEDICATION. | 
der a long depravation of 
Morals, to be bleſt with Ex- 
amples, where Virtue is ſet 

off by the advantage of Birth, 
Such. Qualifications, when 
united, do not only Perſuade 
an Imitation, but Command 
it. Humane Nature is al- 
ways more affected by what 
it ſees, than what it hears 
of; And as thoſe Ideas, 
which enter by the Eye, 
find the fureſt paſſage to the 


. Heart; ſo the more the Ob- 


jet, whatever it be, ſeems 
A 6 _ defira- 


DEDICATION. 
deſirable to the One, the 
long ger it continues in the 
Other. 2 
There are Perfedtions fo 1 
ſhining, that one muſt be 
the very Worſt of Mortals, N 
or the very Beſt, not to ad- 
mire in all Thoſe, who poſ- 
ſeſs them. To be bleſt with 
a-diſpoſition to Charity, not 
confin'd by any other Li- 
mits, than the Modeſty of 
thoſe whoask It: To know, 
and be ready to excuſe Faults ; 
yet, ſo tri in Life, as not 

to 


DEDICATION. 
to want the like Indulgence; 
To have a Snperiority of 
Genius capable of - judging 
of the higheſt Affairs, and 
an Application ſo obſervant, 
as to penetrate into the 
moſt Minute: To be eaſy 
to lay down Grandeur up- 
on familiar Occaſions, and 
diſcerning to take It up, 
when Dignity of Station re- 
quires; To know the poli- 
ter Languages of the pre- 
ſent Age, as a Native, and 
| the greater Occurrences, and 
88 Periods 
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DEDICATION. 


Periods of the Paſt, as an | 
Hiſtorian, make up a Cha- 
racter, which is ſo obvious, 7 
that Every one will know 
where to apply it, except | 
the Perſon, whoſe it really 


is: and if in this Your Roy- | 
al Highneſs be at a Loſs, } 


I think it is the only thing 


within the Province of Your 


Sex You are ignorant of. 
I ſhall take up no more 


of Your time in this Dedi- 


cation ; becauſe, to do every | 


thing that may be moſt ac- 


ceptable - i 


| DEDICATION. I 
SE 4 ro You, ſhall always i 
be the Endeavour of, | 


4 * + 
n 
N 

5 


7 
MAD AM, 
_ 
Your Royal Hicnness's moſt Humble 
end moſt Obedient Servant, 
. : 
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HE Method T propoſe in 
writing this Preface, is to 
take Notice of ſome of the 
Bepauties of the Metamorphoſes, 
and alſo of the Faults, and 
particular Affectations. After 
which I ſhall proceed to hint at ſome 
Rules for Tranſlation in general; and 
ſhall give a ſhort Account of the followw- 
JJC oy 
I ſhall not pretend to impoſe my Opi- 
nion on others with the magiſterial Au- 
thority of a Critic; but only take the Li- 
berty of diſcovering my own Taſte. I 
ſhall endeavour to how our Poet's Re- 
dundance of Wit, Juſtneſs of Compa- 
riſons, Elegance of Deſcriptions, andpecu- 
liar Delicacy in touching every Circum- 
| ſtance relating to the Paſſions, and Affecti- 
ons; and with the ſame Impartiality, and 
Frankneſs, I ſhall confeſs the too 3 | 
_ uerili- 


0 
oY 
is 
s 


i PN RA E. 


ties of his luxuriant Fancy, and the too 


Dur Negligence of his ſometimes unla- 
bour'd erfification. INES 
Jam not of an Opinion, too common 


— 


to Tranſlators, to think that One is un- 


der an Obligation to extoll every thin 

he finds in the Author he undertakes: I 
am ſure one is no more oblig'd to do 
ſo, than a Painter is to make every Face, 


that fits to him handſome. *T'is enough 
if he ſets the beſt Features he finds in 


their full, and moſt advantageous Light. 
But if the Poet has private Deformities, 


tho* Good-breeding will not allow to ex- 


poſe him naked, yet ſurely there can be 
no Reaſon to recommend him, as the 
moſt finiſh'd Model of mony, and 
Proportion. . i. 
Whoever has this undiſtinguiſhing 
Complaiſance, will not fail to vitiate the 
Taſte of the Readers, and miſguide ma- 
ny of them in their Judgment, where to 
Approve, and where to Cenſure. 


It muſt be granted, that where there 


appears an infinite Variety of inimitable 


xcellencies, it would be too harſh, and 


diſingenuous to be ſevere on ſuch Faults, 
as have eſcap'd rather thro* want of Lei- 
ſure, and Opportunity to correct, than 
thro' the erroneous Turn of a aer 'd 
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Judgment. How ſenſible Ovid himſelf 


was of the Uncorreqneſs of the  Meza- 


N appears from theſe Lines pre- 
fix 


before ſome of the Editions by the 


Care of his Commentators; 


Orba parente ſuo quicunque Volumina tangis, 


His ſaltem veſtra detur in urbe locus. 7 
Dudque magis faveas; non ſunt hac edita ab Illo; 
Sed quaſs de domint funere rapta ſui. 
Quicquid in his igitur vitii rude carmen babebit, | 
Emendaturns, ſi licuiſſet, erat. Triſt. El. vis 


Since therefore the Readers are not ſo- 


lemnly invited to an Entertainment, but 
come accidentally ; they ought to be con- 


tented with what they find: And pray 
what have they to complain of, but too 


rome Variety? where, tho' ſome of the 


iſnes be not ſerv'd in the exacteſt Order, 


and Politeneſs, but hafh'd up in hafte ; 
there are a great many accommodated to 


every particular Palate. 5 

To like every thing, ſhows too little 
Delicacy; and to like nothing, too much 
Difficulty. So great is the Variety of this 
Poem, that the Reader, who 1s never 


_ pleas'd, will 72 as monſtrous, as he 
that is always 10. 


Here are the Hurries 
of 


Battles for the Heroe, tehder Emotions 
of Soul for the Lover, a Search, and 
Penetration into Nature for the Philoſo- 
pher, Fluency of Numbers, and moſt 
expreſſive Figures for the Poet, Morals 
for the Serious, and Plaiſantries for Ad- 
mirers of Points of Wit. 
Tis certain a Poet is more to be ſuſ- 
pected for ſaying too much, than too lit- 
tle. 18 00 is Often hazardous; but to 
retrench, commonly judicious. If our 
Author, inſtead of ſaying all he could, 
had only ſaid all he ſnould; Daphne had 
done well to fly from the God of Wit, 
in order to -crown his Poet: Thus O, 
had been more honour'd, and ador'd in 
his Exile, than Auguſtus in his Triumphs. 
| ſhall now attempt to give ſome In- 
ſtances of the Happineſs, and vaſt Extent 
of our Author's Imagination. I ſhall not 
proceed according to the Order of the 
Poem, but rather tranſcribe ſome Lines 
here, and there, as my Reflection ſhall 
ſuggeſt. 5 255 © v49% 


Nec circumfuſo pmdebat in are tells 
Ponderib librata full ——— | 


Thus was -the State of Nature before + 
the Creation: And here it is obvious, 
that Ovid had a diſcerning Notion K* the 
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PEE ALT. v 
Gravitation of Bodies Tis now demon- 
ſtrated, that every Part of Matter tends 


to every Part of Matter with a force, 
which, is always in a direct ſimple Pro- 


portion of the Quantity of the Matter, 


and an inverſe duplicate Proportion of 
the Diſtance; which Tendency, or Gra- 


vitating is conſtant, and univerſal. This 
Power, Whatever it be, acting always 
E ad to the ſolid Content of 


dies, and never in any Proportion to their 


Superficies; cannot be explain'd by any ma- 


terial impulſe. For the Laws of Impulſe are 
phyſically; neceſlary : There can be no 
aureguNE, Or arbitrary Principle in meer 


Matter; its Parts cannot move unleſs 
they be mov'd; and cannot do otherwiſe, 
when preſs'd on by other Parts in Mo- 


tion; and therefore tis evident from the 
following Lines, that Ovid ſtrictly ad- 
her'd to the Opinion of the moſt diſ- 
cerning Philoſophers, who taught that all 
things were form'd by, a, wiſe, and intel- 
ligent Mind. ER | 


 Fuſſit & extendi campos, ſubſudere v alles 


Fronde tegi ſylugs— : 


The Hat of the Hebrew Law-giver is 


not more ſublime, than the Juſſit of the 
1415 TD Latin 


1 PETA.“ 


Latin Poet, who goes on in the ſame E- 


levated, and Philoſophical Style. 


His ſuper impoſuit liquidum, & gravirate carentem 


thera- —— 


Here the Author ſpreads a thin Veil 
of Arber over his Infant Creation; and 


tho? his aſſerting the upper Region to be 
void of Gravitation, may not, in a Ma- 


thematical Rigour, be true; yet 'tis found 


from the Natural Enquiries made ſince, 
and eſpecially from the learned Dr. Hally's 


Diſcourſe on the Barometer, that if, on 


the Surface of the Earth, an Inch of 
Quickſilver in the Tube be equal to a 


Cylinder of Air of 300 Foot, it will be 
at a Mile's height equal to a Cylinder of 
Air of 2700000: and therefore the Air 


at ſo great a Diſtance from the Earth, muſt 


be rarity'd to fo great a Degree, that the 
Space it fills muſt bear a very ſmall Pro- 

ortion- to that which is entirely void of 

atter. ” „„ uk 

I think, we may be confident from 
what already appears, as well as from 
what our Author has writ on the Roman 
Feaſts, that he cou'd not be totally igno- 
rant. of Aſtronomy. Some of the Cri- 
ticks. wou'd infinuate from the following 


Lines, 
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PREFACE vi 


Lines, that he miſtook theannual Motion 
of the Sun for the Diurnal. 


Jectus in obliqumum= | |. Met. B. 2. 


Tho' the Sun be always in one or 
other of the Signs of the Zodrack, and 
never goes by either Motion more North- 
ward, or Southward, than is here de- 
ſcrib'd; Yet Phaeton being deſign'd to 


drive the Chariot but one Day, ought to 


have been directed in the Equator, or a 
Circle Parallel to it, and not round the 
other Oblique one of the Ecliptick : a 
Degree of which, and that by a Motion 
contrary to the Diurnal, he was obliged 
to go in that length of Time.  _ 


I am inclin'd to think, that Ovid had 


ſo great an Attention to Poetical Em- 


beliſhments, that he voluntarily declin'd a 
ftrict Obſervance of any Aſtronomical 
Syſtem. For. tho? that Science was far 
from being negle&ed in former Ages; 
yet the Progreſs which was made in it, 


by no means equall'd that of our preſent 


Time. ES 

Lucretius, tho' in other things moſt 
E deſcribes the Sun ſcarce big- 
ber, than he appears to the Eye. 1 


FE Nec 


7 


vi PREFACE. 
Nec nimiq ſolis major rota, bi ani | 
Eſſe poteft, noſtris quam ſenſibus eſſe videtur. 


And Homer, imagining the Seats of the 
Gods above the fix'd Stars, repreſents 


the falling of Vulcan from thence to the 


Iſle of Lemnos, to continue during a 
„ -= | 

Ir e Tuap pipbulimnaped" ge xetad ure 

Ke4TT500 & AH, mmm | 


2 25 The Greek Poet aims here to give 4 


ſurpriſing Idea of the height of the Ce- 
leſtial Manſions: but if the Computati- 
on of a modern Aſtronomer be true, 
they are at ſo much a greater Diſtance, 
that Hulcan wou'd have been more Years. 
in falling, than he was Minutes. | 


F 4: 23.» 
SIRI Ve Soc 
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But leaſt: I: ſhou'd exceed the uſual | 


Length of a Preface, I ſhall now give 
ſome: Inſtances of the Propriety of our 


A N and Epithets; the Per- 
2 


ſpicuity of his Allegories; the Inſtructive 
Excellence of the Morals; the peculiar 
happy Turn of his Fancy; and ſhall begin 
with the Elegance of his Deſcriptions. 


PREFACE i 


3 Madidis Notus evolat ans, 
Terribilem piced tectus caligine vulum. 
Barba gravis nimbis, canis fluit unda capillis, 
Fronte ſedent nebula, rorant pemneque, ſmuſque 
Sternuntur ſegetes, C deplorata coloni 
Vota Jacent, longique labor perit irritus ami. 
| Met. B. 1: 


-  » 
4 


Theſe Lines introduce thoſe of the 
Deluge, which are alſo very Poetical, and 
worthy to becompar'd with the next, con- 
cering 1 the Golden Age. | - 


— 5 militis uſu 

1 Mollia ſecure peragebant otia gentes. | 
; Thſa quoque immunis raſiroque int a ta, nec ullis 
Saucia vomeribus, per ſe dabat omnia tellus. 
Contentique cibis, nullo cogente, creatis, 
Arbuteos fœtus, montanaque fraza legebant, 

Et que deciderant patuld Fovis arbore glandes. 
= Ver erat aternum, placidique tepentibus auris 

= Mulcebant Zephyri natos ſme ſemine fores. 


6 0: ET 2% . Ah 
ee 


Virgil has alſo touch'd upon the ſame 
Subject in the end of the Second Geor- 

s = ich. ; 58 "= | 
Vor. I. B Aureus 


x PREFACE. = 


Aureus hanc vitam in terris Saturnus agebat, * 
Nec dum etiam audierant inflari claſſica, nec dum 
Impoſitos duris crepitare incudibus enſes. | 

And again | 
Primus ab atherio venit Saturnus Ohmto 


* — - _ - = 1 _- — _ — - = 


Aurea, que perhibent, illo ſub rege fuerunt 3 
Sacula: ſic placida populos in pace regebat. _ 4 
= | 1 En. B. 8. l. 319. 


Some of the Lines, a little foreign to 
the preſent Subject, are omitted; but 
I ſhall make the moſt admirable Author 
amends by tranſcribing at length his next 
Deſcription. *Tis of a Stag, which gave 
the firſt Occaſion to the War betwixt the 
Trojans and the Rutuliaus: J chuſe this, 
becauſe my Deſign is to have theſe two '* 
great Poets ſeen together, where the Sub- 
ject happens to be almoſt the ſame, tho? 
the Nature of the Poems be very diffe- 
rent. ; 
Cervus erat forma præſtanti, & cornibus ingens, 
Tyrreide pueri, quem matris ab ubere raptum 5 
Nutribant, Tyrrheuſque pater, cui regia parent : 
Armenta, & late cuſlodia credita campi. 


PPV 
Aſſuetum imperiis ſoror onmi Sylvia cur == 
Mollibus imexens ornabat cornua ſertis: 
Peftebatque ferum, puroque in fonte lavabat. 

Ille maniim patiens, menſaque aſſuetus herili 
Errabat yvi. — Asa. B. 7. l. 483. 


The Image which Ovid gives of the 
Favourite Stag ſlain accidentally by Cypa- 
riſſus, ſeems not of leſs Dignity. ; 


Ingens cer vus erat, lateque patentibus altas 
Ipſe ſuo capiti prabebat cornibus umbras: 
Cornua fulgebant auro, demiſſaque in armos 
Pendebant tereti gemmata .monilia. collo. h 
Bulla ſuper frontem parvis argentea loris 
Vincta movebatur: parilique ex are nitebant 
Auribus in geminis circum cava tempora bacca 
I/que metu vacuus, naturalique pavore 
Depoſito, celebrare domos, mulcendaque colla 
Quamlibet ignotis manibus prebere ſolobat. 
Gratus erat Cypariſſe tibi, Tu pabula cervum + 
Ad nova, tu liquidi ducebas ſontis ad undam, 


— QI — - _- * OY wy = as 


Tus mods texeba; varia per cornua fore; 'L 

Nunc, eques in tergo reſidens, huc latus & illus 

Mollia purpureis fr anabas ora capiftris. 
N N B 2 8 | 
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Naiad, Mother to Ariſtæus. 


Eſt nemus Hamonia, prerupta quod undique claudit 


Eridanuſque ſenex, leniſque Amphryſos, & as. 


Fpalunciſque lacus clauſos, lucoſque ſnantes, 
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In the following Lines, Ovid deſcribes 
the watry Court of the River Peneus, 
which the Reader may compare with 
Virgil's Subterranean Grott of Cyrene the 


Silva: vocant Tempe, per qua Pezus ab imo 
Effuſus Pindo ſpumoſis xolvitur undis: 
Dejectuque gravi tenues agitantia fumos 
Nubila conducit, ſummaſque aſpergine ſyluas 
Impluit; & ſonitu plus quam vicina fatigat. 
Hac domus, he ſedes, hac ſunt penetralia magni 
Amnis: in hoc reſidens facto de cautibus antro. 
Undis jura dabat, Nymphiſque colentibus undas. 
Conveniunt illuc popularia flumina primum ; 
Neſeia gratentur, conſolenturve parentem, 
Populifer Spercheos, & irrequietus Enipeus, 


Noæque amnes alii, qui, qua tulit impetus illos, 1 
In mare deducunt feſſas erroribus undas. Met. B. 1. 


Tyiſtis Ariſt æus Penei genitoris ad undam 
Stat lacryman. mm —— mmm 


Famque domum mirans genetricis, & humidaregna, | © 


ba. 
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Ibat; 
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That; & ingenti motu ſtupefuctus aquarum, 


Omnia ſub magna labentia flumina terra 

Spectabat diverſa locis, Phaſimque, Lycumque. 

Et caput, unde altus primum ſe erumpit Enipeus, 
Uade pater Tiberinus, & unde Aniena fluenta, 

Et gemina auratus taurino eornua vulim 


Eridanus, quo non alius per pinguia cults. 
In mare purpureum violentior * unt. G. B. 4. 


The Divine Poet goes on in Pomp of 
Numbers, and eaſy Magnificence of 
Words, till he introduces the Story of 
Orpheus and Euridice; in the Narration 
of which, he is as much ſuperior to 0- 


vid, as the Reeds of his own Mantuan 
Shepherds are leſs Muſical, than the Lyre 
of Orpheus. 


That I may not be too long on this 


Article, I ſhall recommend to the Reader, 
Ovid's admirable Deſcription of Sleep 


Eft. prope Cimmerios =— Met. B. 1 U. 

That of Hunger 
— Eft locus extremis Scythie——= B. 8. 

© * That of the Plague 

"— ——s Dir lue: 

| That of Fame 


Orbe locus medio 1 B. 12. 
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Virgil has alſo touch'd-on the two laſt; 


in the one he had Lacrezizs in View; A 


in the other, Homer: and I think it will 


not be to the Diſadvantage of our Au- 


thor to appear at the ſame time. 


There are many other Deſcriptions * 


ſcatter'd in the Metamorphoſes, which for 
juſt Expreſſion of Nature, and Majeſtick 
Modulation of Words, are only Inferior 


to thoſe already tranſcrib'd, as they are Y 
ſhorter; which makes the Objection, that 


his Diction is gy loytring into 
Proſe, a great deal too ſevere, | 


The Metamorphoſes mult be conſider'd, L | 
28 is obitry'd before, very uncorrect; and 


Hirgihs Works as finiſh'd : tho? his own 


Modeſty wou'd not allow the Æueidle 
to be ſo. It ſeems it was harder for 


him to pleaſe himſelf, than his Readers. 
His, J 5 was certainly great, nor 


was his Vivacity of Imagination leſs; for J 


the firſt without the laſt is too heavy, 
and like a Dreſs without Fancy ; .and the 
laſt without the firſt is too gay, and but 

all Trimming. e UL on}, 
Our Author's Similitudes are next to 
be conſider'd, which are always remark- 
ably ſhort, and convey ſome pleaſing Idea 


to the Imagination. Tis in this Branch 


of the Poem, that he has diſcover'd as 
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With Hippomenes, 
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juſt a judgment, as any of the Claſſicks 


whatever. Poets, to give a Looſe to a 
warm Fancy, are generally too apt, not 
only to expatiate in their Simile's, but 
introduce them too frequently; by doing 
the firſt, they detain the Attention too 
long from the principal Narration; and 
by the latter, they make too frequent 
Breaches in the Unity of the Poem. 
| Thoſe two Errors Ovid has moſt diſ- 
cerningly avoided. How ſhort, and ſig- 
nificant are generally his Compariſons! 
he fails not, in theſe, to keep a ſtiff Rein 
on a High-mettled Pegaſus; and takes 
care not to ſurfeithere,as he had done on 
other Heads, by an erroneous Abundance. 
His Simile's are thicker ſown by much 
in the Fable of Salmacis, and Hermaphro-- 
ditus, than in any other Book, but always 
ſhort, | 

The Nymph claſps the Youth cloſe to 
her Breaſt, and both ſenſibly grow one. 


222i... elt ſi quis condudlo cortice ramos 


Creſcendo jungi, pariterque adoleſcere cernat. Met. B. 4. 


Again, as Atalanta reddens in the Race 


B « Dque: 
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Inque puellar corpus eandore ruborem 
Traxerat ; haud aliter quam cum ſuper atria velum 


Candida * ſimulatas 0 umbras. 
. B. IO, 


Philomels s Tongue ſeem'd to move 
after it was cut out by Tereus. 


Urque ſalire ſolet mutilate cauda colubre, 
Palpit at =nnnocn wm Met. B. 6. 


3 ſows the Dra ons Teeth, and 
the Sons of the Earth riſe gradually. 


Inde fide majus glebæ ce pere moveri; 
Primaque de ſulcis acies apparuit haſte ; 
Tegmina mox catitum piòto nutantia cono, 
Mox humeri, pedluſque. 

Sic ubi tolluntur feſtis aulaa theatris 
gurgere ſigna ſo ent, primumque oſtendere vullum. 
 Catera paulatim, placidoque eduda tenore 
Tota patent, oO pedes in margine ponunt. Met. B. 3. 


The Objection to Ovid, that he never 
knows when to give over, is too mani- 
feſt. Tho? he equentiy expatiates on 
the ſame Thought, in different Words; 


yet in his Simile's, that Exuberance is 
avoided. 
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avoided. There is in them all a Simpli- 
city, and a Confinement to the preſent 
Object; always a Fecundity of Fancy, 
but rarely an -Intemperance: nor do I 
remember he has err'd above once by an 
:11-judg'd Superfluity. After he has de- 
ſcrib'd the Labyrinth built by Dædalus, he 
compares it thus, ob 5 


ö # Non ſecus ac liquidus Phrygiis Menandros in arvis 
Ludit, & ambiguo lapſu refluitque, fluitque; 
Et nunc ad fontes, nunc ad mare verſus apertum 
luꝛrtas exercet aqua: — Miet. B. s. 


Hie ſhould have ended at the cloſe of 
the Second Line, as Virgil ſhould have 
done at the end of the Fourth in his no- 
ble Simile, where Dido proceeds to the 
Temple with her Court about her. - 


Qualis in Enrote ripis, aut per jugs Cynthi 
Exercet Diana choros, quam mille ſecute - 

7 Hinc, atque hinc glomerantur Orzades, illapharetram 
2 | Fert humero, gradienſque deas ſupereminet omnes. 
> Latonæ tacitum pertentant gaudia pecius, En. B. 4. 
I ſee no Reaſon. for the laſt Line: 


Tho” the Poet be juſtly celebrated for a 
. By „ 


xii PREFACE. 
moſt conſummate judgment, yet by an 
Endeavour to imitate Homer's Simile's, 
he is not only very long, but by intro- 
ducing ſeveral Circumſtances, he fails of 
an applicable Relation betwixt the prin- 
cipal Subject, and his new Ideas. He 
ſometimes thinks fit to work into the 
Piece ſome differing Embroidery, which, 
tho? very rich, yet makes at beſt but 
glorious Patch-work. I really believe his 
excellent Poem had not been the leſs ſo, 
if, in this Article, he had thought fit to 
have walk'd on in his own regular and 
Majeſtick Grace, rather than have been 
hurry'd forward through broken By-ways 
dy his blind Guide. | | | 

I ſhall tranſcribe one of his Simile's 
which is not culPd out, but exactly of 
the ſame Texture with all the reſt in the 
four laſt Books of the Anerds. 


Turnus leaps in Fury from his Charriot, 


Ae veluti montis ſaxum de vertice preceps | 

Cum ruit auulſum vento, ſer. turbidus imber 
Proluit, aut amis ſolvit ſublapſa vetuſtas, 

Fertur in abruptum magno mons improbus actu, 
Exultatque ſolo, ſyluas, armenta, viroſque 
Iavol vens ſecum·— En. B. 12. — 


\ 


1 


* 
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It does not ſeem to be at all Material, 
whether the Rock was blown, or waſh'd 
down by Wind, or Rain, or undermin'd 
A . 

But to return to Ovid; the Reader may 
take Notice how unforc'd his Compli- 
ments, and how natural his Tranſitions 
generally are. With how much Eaſe 
does he ſlide into ſome new Circumſtance, 
without any Violation of the Unity of 
the Story. The Texture is ſo artful], 
that it may be compar'd to the Work of 
his own Arachne, where the Shade dyes 
ſo gradually, and the Light revives ſo 
imperceptibly, that it is hard to tell where 
the one ceaſes, and the other begins. 
When he is going off from the Story 
of Apollo, and Daphne; how happily does 
he introduce a Compliment to the Roman 
Conquerors, 

Ce, 


Et conjux quoneam mea non potes eſſe, 


3 Arbor eris cer — 


N Ducibus latis aderis, cum lata triumphum - 
1 Vox canet, & longæ viſent Capitolia pomęa. 


9 Poſtibus Auguſtis eadem fidiſſima cuſtos 


Aus fores ſinbis; mediamque tmebere quercum. = 
77 | Miet. B. 1. 


B. 6 He 
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He compliments Auguſtus upon the 
Aſſaſſination of Julius; and, by way of 
Simile, takes the Opportunity from the 
Horror that the Barbarity of Lycaon 
ge 


— Sc cam manus impia ſævit | 
Sangnine Caſareo Romanum extinguere nomen, c. 


ulius is deify'd, and looks down on 
his adopted Son. | 95 


— Xatique videns benefacta, fatetur 
Eſſe ſuis majora, & vinci gaudet ab illo, Met. B. 15, 


* 


And immediately follows, 


Hie 2 preferri quanquam vetat acta paternis; 
Libera fama tamen, nulliſque obnoxia juſſis 
Invitum praſert. | 


The Author in the two firſt Lines ſhows 
the Aﬀectionate Condeſcention of the Fa- 
ther; in the three laſt, the pious Gratitude 
of the Son. : 

The Compliments to Auguſtus are very 

frequent in the laſt Book of the Meta- 
morphoſes; as thoſe to the ſame Emperor = 
are in the Georgicks of Virgil, which 
X | __ alto 
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alſo ſtrike the Imagination by their a- 
greeable Flattery. R 

Hac ſuper ar vorum cults, pecorumque canebam , 

Et ſuper arboribus; Caeſar dum magnus ad altum 
Fulminat Eu phratem bella, victorque volentes 
Per populos dat jura, viamque aſſoctat Olympo. 
. 


Again on Julius, 


Imperium Oceano, famam qui terminet aſtri n, 
Julius — = En. B. . 


The Compliments have a great Sub- 
limity, and worthy of the Grandeur of 
the Heroes, and the Wit of the Poet. 

Ovid as much deſerves Praiſe, for fay- 
ing a great deal in a little, as Cenfure 
for ſaying a little in a great deal. None 
of the Claſſick Poets had the Talent of 
expreſſing himſelf with more Force, and 
Perſpicuity. „ | 

Phaeton deſires fome Pledge of his 
Father's Tenderneſs, and asks to be tru- 
ſted with his Chariot. He anſwers, 


Pignora certa petis; do pignora certa timendo, 
TT EE > Me; B:3; 


How 


_ b e 


However, the latter complies with his 
Importunity : the Conſequence is fatal, 
the World is ſet on Fire, even the Rivers 
feel the force of the Conflagration. The 
Tagus boyls. 2 


The Nile retreats, 


O cculuitque caput, quod adbuc late. 
Zanthns is parch'd up, 
Ar ſuruſiue iterum Z anthus 


The Poet's Fancy is here full of Energy, 
as well as in the following Lines. Apollo 
courts Daphne, and promiſes himſelf 


Succeſs, but is diſappointed. 


Quodque cupit, ſperat ; ſunque illum Oracula fallune. 


And again, 


The River Achelont combats Hercules, 
and aſſumes ſeveral Shapes in vain, then 


puts on at laſt that of a Snake; the He- 
roe ſmiles in Contempt. . 


Cunarum labor eſt angues ſuperare mearum. 


Ovid 
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Ovid never excells himſelf ſo much, as 
when he takes Occaſion to touch upon 
the Paſſion of Love; all Hearts are in a 
manner ſenſible of the ſame Emotions; 
and, like Inſtruments tun'd Uniſons, if 

2 String of any one of them be ſtruck, 
the reſt, by conſent, vibratee 
3 Procris is jealous of Cephalus ; ſhe en- 
deavours to be confirm'd in her Fears, 
but hopes the contrary, | 


The next is not leſs Natural, 
. cunfta timemus amantes. 
Biblis is in love with Caunur. The 
Struggle is betwixt her unlawful Flam 
and her Honour. | 
She's all Confuſion at the Thoughts of 
diſcovering her Paſſion ——— : 
I iſcrere fatentis amorem. 


She attempts to write, 


Incipit & dubitat: ſeribit, damnatque tabellat, 


%, 


In 
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In the End, Inclination, as it does al- 
ways, gets the better of Diſcretion. 


This laſt Fable ſhows how touchingly 
the Poet argues in Love Affairs, as well 
as thoſe of Medea, and Scylla. The 
two laſt are left by their Heroes, and 
their Reflections are very Natural, and 

Affecting. Ovid ſeem'd here to have had 
VDirxgil's Pallion of Dido in his Eye, but 
with this difference; the one had con- 
vers'd much with Ladies, and knew they 
lov'd to talk a great deal: The other 
confider'd no leſs, what was natural for 
them to ſay, than what became them to 

ſay. | 5 O00 cr 

g Virgil has, through the whole Manage- 
ment of this Rencounter, diſcoyer'd a 
moſt finiſh'd Judgment. Areas, like o- 
ther Men, likes for Convenience, and 
leaves for greater. Dido, like other La- 
dies, reſents the Neglect, enumerates the 
Obligations the Lover is under, upbraids 
him with Ingratitude, threatens him with 
Revenge, then by and by ſubmits, begs 
for Compaſſion, and has recourſe to 
Tears. EDT 

It appears from this Piece, that Virgil 
was a diſcerning Maſter in the Paſſion of 
Love: And they that conſider the "_ 
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ö ir. 
and Turn of that inimitable Line 
ui Bavium non odit — cannot doubt 


| but he had an equal Talent for Satyr. 


Nor does the Genius of Ovid more 


exert on the Subject of Love, than on 
all others. In the Contention of Ajax, 
= Uly/es his Elocution is moſt nervous, 
and perſwading. Where he endeavours 
to diſſwade Mankind from indulging 
= carnivorous Appetites in his Pythagorean 
-Z Philoſophy, how emphatical is his Rea- 
8 ſomng! - | 


Quid meruere boves, animal ſme fraude, doliſque, 
Innocuum, ſimplex, natum tolerare laborem? 
Immemor eft demum, nec frugum munere dignus 


Qui potuit curvi dempto modd pondere aratri | 
= Ruricolam matlare ſuum — Met. B. 15. 


I think Agricolam had been ſtronger, but 


the Authority of Manuſcripts does not 
warrant that Emendation. e 


Through the whole Texture of this 
Work, Ovid diſcovers the higheſt Hu- 
manity, and a moſt exceeding good Na- 


, ture. The Virtuous in Diſtreſs are al- 


ways his Concern; and his Wit contrives 
to give them an Immortality with him- 


He 


ſelf. 
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He ſeems to have taken the moſt Pains 
in the firſt, and ſecond Book of the 
Metamorphoſes, tho the Thirteenth a- | 


bounds with Sentiments moſt moving, 


and with calamitous Incidents, intro 
duc'd with great Art. The Poet had 


here in View, the Tragedy of Hecuba 


in Euripides; and "tis a wonder, it has 


never been attempted in our own Tongue. 


The Houſe of Priam is deſtroy'd, his 
Royal Daughter a Sacrifice to the Mazes * 
of him that occaſion'd it. She is ford 
from the Arms of her unhappy Friends, 


2 - 


and hurry'd to the Altar, where ſhe be- 


haves her ſelf with a Decency becoming JF 


her Sex, and a Magnanimity equal to her 


Blood, and ſo very affecting, that even 1 


the Prieſt wept. 


w=— Ie etiam flens, invituſque ſacerdes, Ov. 


She ſhows no Concern at r 1 
8 1 


Death, but on the Account her ol 


unfortunate Mother, 


| Mors tantum vellem matrem mea fallere paſſit. 
Mater obeſt, minuitque necis mea gaudia; quamvis 
Non mea mors illi: verum ſua vita gemenda eft. 


Then 


113 
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W 
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* Non hac eft fortuna domus 
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Then begs her Body may be deliver'd 
to her without Ranſom, -  _ 


1 Genetrici corpus inemprum : 
| Reddite ; neve, auro redimat jus triſte ſepulchri, 


Sed lacrymis: tunc, cum poterat, redimebat & auro. 


The unhappy Queen laments, ſhe is 


not able to give her Daughter royal Bu- 
= rial, 5 hs 


Then takes the Body in her decrepid 


: Arms, and halts to the Sea to waſh off 
the Blood, | = | 


Ad litius paſſu proceſſit anili 


Albentes laniata comas. 


The animated Thoughts, and lively 
Images of this Poem, are numerous. 
None ever painted more to the Life, 
than our Author, tho? ſeveral Groteſque 
Figures are, now and then, ſeen in the 
ſame Groupe. The moſt plentiful Sea- 


fon, that gives Birth to the fineſt Flow- 


ers, produces alſo. the rankeſt Weeds. 
Ovid has ſhown in one Line, the _ 
| ett 
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eſt Fancy ſometimes; and in the next, the I 


1 
pooreſt Affectation. l aor) 3 


Venus makes Court to Adonis, 


BE — Ee ecce! 
Optortuna ſua blanditur Populus umbrã; 
Ex 1 humo; Mutt & gramen & ipſum. 


Met. B. 10. I. 556. F 
Phobas requeſts Phaeton to deſiſt from .Y 


his Requeſt. 


Conſidiis, non curribus utere noſtris. 


Cenens in the Battle of the Centaur. 


wounds Latrezs in ſeveral Places. 


Vulnuſque in vulnere fecit. 


Theſe are ſome -of our poet s Boyiſins. 


There is another Affectation, call'd by 3 


ee 'OZvuwpor, or a witty Folly, 
which wou'd not have appear'd quite ſo 7 
trifling, had it been leſs frequent. 
Medea perſuades the Daughters of Pe 
lias to kill their Father, in order to have 
his Youth renew'd. She, that loves him 
beſt, gives the firſt Wound, 


Er, 
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„ no ſit ſcelerata, Faai * — Miet. B. . 


9 Althea is enrag'd at her Son Mele Ker, 
4 and to do Juſtice to the Mayes of his 
L Brothers, deſtroys him, 


© Impietate bia eft— 


1 4 Envy enters 3 and beholds che 
5. ai Condition of the City, 


veg. tenet Iacrymas, quia nil lacrymabile cernit. 


I * IX 
WA 7.9 


1 was much too fond of ſuch. 
d an e which are more to be won- 
der'd at, becauſe they were not the Fa- 
ion of that Age, as Punns, and Quib- 
bles are of this. Virgil, as I remember, 
1 is not found trifling in this Manner a- 
bove once, or twice. 


2 


¶ Decalion vacuum lapides jactavit in orbem, 
VDnade homines nati, durum genus. G. B. 1. I. 63. 
5 7 

0 


Juno is in Indignation at Aeas upon 
his Arrival in Jzaly. þ 


Num capti potuere capi? num incenſa cremavit 
Troja viros: 7. I. 295. 


The 
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The Poet is ſo far from Affecting this 
ſort of Wit, that he rarely ventures on 
fo ſpirited a Turn of Fancy, as in theſe 
following Inſtances. 

Funo upbraids Venus, and Cupid Iro- 
nically, that two Deities cou'd be able 
to get the better of one weak Woman, 


Una dols Divum, ſi femina victa duorum eſt. 


En. B. 4. I. 95. 


Euryalus, going upon an Enterpriſe, 
expreſſes his Concern for his fürviving 
Mother, if he ſhowd fall, and recom- 
mends her to the Care of Aſcauius, who 
Anſwers, e 6 


Namgque erit ita mihi genitrix; nomenque Creiiſe 
Solum defueri. | 


Venus is importunate in her Sollicitati- 
ons to Vulcan, to make Armour for her 
Son: He Anſwers, 


— 8 - Abſiſte precando 
Viribus indubitare 1iy—o— En. B. 7. 


At the firſt kindling of Dido's Paſſion, 
he has this moſt natural Thought, 


Illum 


PREFACE wai 
: — ab ſeus abſentem auditque, viderque. 


But to return to Ovid; tho' I cannot 
vindicate him for his Points, I ſhall en- 
deavour to mollify his Fairy © when 
= they give him no quarter for his Diction, 
43 8 attack him ſo inflexibly for endin 
bis Lines with Monoſyllables, as V 
= quis—— fe non, c. and as I think he 
XZ cannot be excus'd more advantagiouſly, 
than by affirming, that where he has done 
it once, Virgil has twenty times 


& cum G. 1, 
5 — ſs quis „ 
2 ec dum | G. 2 
— . En. r. 
——— 1 En. 7. 
8 jam bos. En. 12. 
NANG nun pc, 
- % 


xr | There are a great many - Endings of 
Lines in this manner, and more indeed 
than ſeems conſiſtent with the Majeſty of 
Z Heroick Verſe. When Lines are Jefien'd 
7. to be ſermoni proprores, this Liberty may 
be allowable, but not ſo when the Sub- 


n, ject requires more ſonorous Numbers. 
Virgil ſeems to endeavour to keep up his 


3 
2 ® ; 
ef 
3® = 7 
— 
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Verſification to an Harmonious Dignity ; 
and therefore, when fit Words do not 
offer with ſome eafe, hell rather break * 
off in an Hemiſtick, than that the Line 
ſhou'd be lazy, and languid. He well 
knew, how eflential it was in Poetry to 
flatter the Ear; and at the ſame time was 
ſenſible, that this Organ grows tir'd by | 
a conſtant Attention to the ſame Har- 
mony ; and therefore heendeavour'd now ;* 
and then to relieve it by a Cadence of 


Pauſes, and a Variation of Meaſures. _ 


Amphion Dircaus in Ateo Aracymho. © Ecl. 2. 


This Line ſeems not tuneful at the 43 
firſt hearing; but by Repetition, it recon- 
ciles it ſelf, and has the ſame Effect with 


ſome Compoſitions of Muſick, which 


are at the firſt Performance tireſome, and 


afterward Entertaining. we 
The Commentators, and Criticks are 
of Opinion, that whenever Virgil is leſs 


Muſical, it is where he endeavours at 
an Agreement of the Sound with the 


Senſe, as, 


— Procumbit humi bos. 


It wou'd ſhow as much Singularity to 
deny this, as it does a fanciful Facility 


Ys 
.. 
5 4 
£ 
2 
' * 
4.4 2 
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to affirm it, becauſe. it is obvious, in ma- 
| 2 Places he had no ſuch . 


i} —- Invems ſub ilicibus ſiu. En.3.1.390, 
= ——Denteſqu#e ſabellicus exacuit ſus. G. 3. l. 255. 

'2 am ſti obſita, jam ss. En. 5. l. 790. 
4 u additus, inde Lai com, Ge. En. 11. 135. 


4A The places, which favour moſt the firft 
Opinion are, 

5 on per 6 2 & depreſſas el., : 
*J . 


4 Omnia * — — flumina tar. | 8.4 


I The laſt Line is the 8 Inftance, I 
remember (except one in Eel. 2.) where 
the Words terminate in the ſame Vowel, 
and ſeem to repreſent the conſtant, and 
uniform ſound of a ſliding Stream. 
5 Thoſe, that are moſt conv erſant in 
Claſſick Poetry, muſt be ſenfible, that 
Virgil has been much more ſolicitous, 
Kt man Ovid, to keep up his Lines to an 
eaſy, and a Muſical Flow; but tho' the 
9 Criticks charge the latter with breaking 
= th rongh | Proſody and Grammar, and al- 
lowin A too often the r of 
y = Grzc is I take this Cenſure to be only 
o Vor. I. C an 


* PREFACE. 


an'arrogant Pedantry in the Grammari. 3 
ans, and groundleſs in it ſelf; but tho' it | 


were true, I dare be confident it is full y 
as Juſt upon V irgil, | . 


w—Cqrr ſubjungere Tigre, ee ir Paige t A 


2 Q 22 


for Currai, according | to the Gramm 2 


0 Often Adjectives for A and ef 
contrary. 


E 
N 


8. I. —Pinguia culta ; an Ache fol 
a Subſtantive. Y 
——Denſo diſtinguere pings;; + the ſame. 1 N 

En. 11. l. 69. — Sex languentis Hyacinibi; 
flirſt Foot of the Dactyl ſhort. 
En. 4. — Tulerunt faſtidia menſes ; the * 
penultima of the Verb ſhort, P 
Obſtupui ſteteruntque comæ the ſame. l 
So Lucretins, prodiderunt, reciderunt, 850 6. f 


6. 1. l. 283. Pampinea gravidus aurumno; 
an Iambick for a Sponde. 


„ „ „ . ws 


Fluviorum rex . Eridanus toinpaſebe perl . 
omnes; an Anapeſt for a Pactyl, ora 
Spondee. ' 2 | N © 

E. 10. l. 29. Nec Cl 2 enitore minor ne., 
10 Jr  Mneſtheo 5"a roche, unleſs the k 

two |: 


 F 
| 
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: 5 two Conſonants N N of the Ae 
Word be allow'd. 

6.1. 456. Fervere., non ills quiſquam —— 


pe Penultima commonly ſhort with 
2 Virgil, fo fulgere, ſtridere, & c. 


6.1. l. 456. — ine me fur ere ante furorens ; 


a Græci 


En. 12. 1.680. -Imponere pe 04 am; a 
Græciſm, where there is no Elifi on, 
but the long Vowel before another 
made ſhort. 

The Learned, and Reverend Dr. Clark 


9 has Obſerv'd, (as he tells me) that tho? 


there be ſeveral ſhort Vowels made long 

; in Homer, yet there is no Inſtance on the 
'7 contrary, of any long Vowel (ſuch as the 
= firſt Syllable of T Y, vixn, and 
the like) ever made ſhort, where no 
XZ Vowel follows. Which ſhows that there 
is no ſuch 2 as a Poetica licentia, 


c. properly ſo call 


x Certainly no body can imagine but 
theſe two celebrated Authors underſtood 
their own Tongue better, than the ſcru- 

pulous Grammarians of After-ages, who 
are too Dogmatical, and Self-ſufficient, 
* | when they preſume to cenſure Either of 
them for not attending ſtrictly enough 

| = C2 to 


| 
q 


— 2 — - 242 —— ́ͥ—-— — 


öS — Ar his LT 


by a very little application. In record- © 4 
ing the Succeſſion of the Alban Kings | q 


2 modern Ear which a unf 
niſt'd. 0 85 FOE 
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Syntax, and the Meaſure of Verſe, 
The Latin Tongue is a dead Lang: | 


and none can decide with Confidence on | 
the 3 or Diſſonance of the Num- 
ſe Times —5 unleſs they were . 


of the 
. hly acquainte 
and Cadence. They may indeed pro: 


their Diction; and diſtinguiſh where they 
have been negligent, and where more 
finiſh'd. There are certainly many Lines 2 
in Ovid, where he has been downri ht 
Lazy, and where he might have avoided 
the Appearance of being obviouſly ſo ? 


1 
| 
| 
H 
| 


thus, 


Epitus ar l eft, poſ unc — c- 1 
Sed Capys ante fui. ——— 4 

There are alſo ſeveral Lines in Vir. 1 
Jil which are _ . ether tunable o 


e n 8. 4.1 61. a | 


T PREPACE. xxxvii 
= 2, Hrtim ſi tempeſtas 4 weriice ſylvis _ i 
re 
Au aſus riferre param? ſid nume, oft ommia quando 
in aims ſupra —— Eg. 71. l. 30 · 
J quidim quia nota mihi tua, magne, voluntas 
¶ Jufiter e eee. 


But the Sun has its Spots; and if a- 
mongſt Thouſands of inimitable Lines, 
there ſhouw'd be ſome found of an unequal 
Dignity with the reſt, nothing can be 
= ſaid for their Vindication more, than, if 
Fas Faults, they are the Faults of 
Pini. „ : 
s onght to be on this Occaſion an 
Advocate tor Ovid, whom I think is too 
much run down at preſent by the critical 
= Spirit of this Nation; I dare fay, I can- 
not be more effectually fb, than by com- 
paring him in many Places with his ad- 
mir'd Contemporary Virgil; and tho' the 
laſt certainly deſerves the Palm, I ſhall 
make uſe of Ovid's own Lines, in the 
tryal of Strength betwixt Achelous and 
Hercules, to ſhow how much he is ho- 


nour'd by the Contention. 


Dorpe fuit vinci, quam contendifſe decorum. Met. B. 9. 


C 3 1 
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I ſhall finiſh my Remarks on our Au- 
thor, by taking Notice of the Juſtneſs, and 
Perſpicuity of his Allegories; which are 

either Phyfical, or Natural; Moral, or 

Hiſtorical. Of the firſt Kind is the Fa- 

ble of Apollo, and Python; in the Expla- 

nation of this all the Mythologiſts agree; 

Exhalations and Miſts being the conſtant 

Effects of Inundations, are here diſſipatd 

by the Rays of the Sun. 4 1 

Of the Second Kind, are Acteon torn 
to Pieces by his own Pack of Dogs, 
and Eriſict hon 'd by the Diſeaſe of 

Hunger. Theſe two Allegories ſeem to 3 | 

ſignity, that Extravagance and Luxury % 

end in Want. . 

Of the Third, is the Story of the 
Rape of Europa. Hiſtory ſays, ſne was 
Daughter to Agenor, and carry'd by the 
Candians in a Gally, bearing a Bull in thñge 

Stern, in order to be marry'd to one of 

their Kings nam'd Fapiter. 6M 

This Explanation gives an Occaſion for 

a Digrefſion which is not altogether fo- 
.reign to the preſent purpoſe, becauſe it 
will be of Uſe to juſtify. Ovid on ſome 

other Occaſions, where he is © cenfured 
for being too free with the Characters of 
the Gods. I was once repreſenting the | 
Metamorphoſes, as an excellent * of 
5 8 Ora- it 


2 


5 
8 
I 


: PREFACE. xxxix 
1 ae , ; but an illuſtrious Lady, whoſe 
al © leaſt Advanta age above her Sex, is that of 
re f being one of the greateſt Princeſſes in 
Ir | 9 , objected, that the looſe and im- 
i- FE modeſt Sallys of Jupiter did by no means 
confirm my Aſſertion. 

One mult conſider, that what appear'd 
It an Abſurdity in Ovi, is not ſo much his 
d F own Fault, as that of the Times before. 
him. The Characters of the Gods of 
n the old Heroick Age repreſented them 
„ unjuſt in their Actions; mutable in their 
f 8 Deſigns ; partial in their Favours; igno- 
o rant of Events; ſcurrilous in their Lan- 
1 guage. Some of the ſuperior Hierarchy 
treating one another with injurious. Bru- 
talities, and are often guilty of ſuch In- 
decencies and Miſ-behaviour as the low- 
eſt of Mortals would bluſh to own. Ju- 
10 calls Diana, the Goddeſs of Chaſtity, 
xuov Y r e Bitch; Hom. i 
Il. 1. B. 21. 1. 481. Jupiter. inſults his 
Daughter, the oddeſs of Wiſdom, for 
Z Raſhneſs and Folly; bids Iris tell her, 
1 * maul her Coach-Horſes for her, like 
1.0 Bitch as ſhe is; u u hi: 

' from 1. 400. 70 1. 425. then threatens 
| in another Place to beat his Wife, that 
vids Vixon, the immortal Partner ofthe 
os Throne, g os TAuynau i, . 


15 1. 17. 
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The Commentators may endeavour to 
dide thoſe Abſurdities under the Veil of 
Allegories; but the Reader that conſider 
the whole Fexture of the Iliad, will 
find, that the Author's Meaning, and 
their Interpretation are often as unlike, as i 
the imaginary Heroes of his time, are to 
the real ones of Ours. - '  . 
Allegories ſhould be obvious, and not 
like Meteors in the Air, which repreſent | 
a different Figure to every different Eye. 
Now they are Armies of Soldiers ; now 
Flocks of Sheep; and by and by, noth- 


Perhaps the Criticks of a more exalted 2 
Faſte, may diſcover fach Beauties in the 
antient Poetry, as may eſcape the Cm 
prehenſion of us Pigmies of a more li- 
mited Genius. They may be able to fa- 
thom the Divine Senfe of the Pagan 
Theology; whilſt we aim at no more, 
than to judge of a little common Senſe. 

It is, and ever will bea Rule to a great 
many, to applaud and condemn with the 
general Vogue, tho? never fo ill ground- 
ed. The moſt are affraid of being Phr- 2. 

ticular ; and rather than ſtrive agaiaftthe 
Stream, ate proud of being in the wrong 
with the Many, rather than deſirous © 
being in the right with the Few: = 
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tho' they be convinc'd of the Reaſona+ 
= blenefs of diſſenting from the common 
Cry, yet out of a poor fear of Cenſure, 
they contribute to eſtabliſh it, and thus 
become an Authority againſt others, who 
in reality are but of their own Opinion. 
Ovid was 10 far from paying a blind 
Deference to the venerable Name of his 
Erecian Predeceſlor, in the Character of 
his Gods; that when Jupiter puniſhes 
Andromeda for the Crimes of her Mo- 
ther, he calls him iajuſtus Ammon, Met. 
B. 4. and takes commonly an honourable 
care of the Decorum of the Godhead, 
when their Actions are conſiſtent with 
the Divinity of their Character. His Al- 
legories include ſome Religious, or in- 
ſtructive Moral, wrap'd up in a peculiar 
Perſpicuity. The Fable of Proſerpina, 
being ſometimes in Hell, and ſometimes 
Z With Ceres her Mother, can ſcarce mean 
any thing elſe than the ſowing and com- 
ing up of Corn. The various Dreſſes, 
that Vertammus, the God of Seaſons, puts 
on in his Courtſhip .of Pomona the Garden 
Z Goddels, ſeem plainly to expreſs the dif- 
ferent and moſt proper times for Digging, 
Planting, Pruning, and gathering the In- 
creaſe. I ſhall be ſhorter on this Head, 
becauſe our n Mr. Land has, 
DIE] F nes 
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dy a laborious Search amongſt the a. 1 


6. 4. Ovid repreſents a good old Couple; 


thologiſts, been very full. He has an- 4 
nex'd his Explanations to the end of each 
Book, which deſerve to be recommended 6 | 

to thoſe, that are Curious in this fre 2 '$ 
tive Learning. "= 
Tue Reader cannot fail of obſerving, i 


how many excellent Leſſons of Mora * 


lity Ovid has given us in the courſe ol 
his Fables. 

The Story of Deucalion, ane Pyr, 
ane that Piety, and Innocence cannot 
miſs of the divine Protection, and that 4 ; 


the only Loſs irreparable is that of our 


Probity, and Juſtice. 2 
That of Phaeton ; how the too prear i] 
tenderneſs of the Parent proves a cruelty | a ; 
to the Child; and that he, who wou'd 
climb to the Seat of Jupiter, generally 
meets with his Bolt by the way. 0 4 
The Tale of Baucis and Philemon i | 
moſt inimitably told. He omits not the fa 
minuteſt Circumſtance of a Cottage Life ; 


and is much fuller than Virgil, where he 


brings in his contented old an ntl #- | 


happy, and ſatisfy'd in a cleanly Poverty ; FX 
hoſpitable, and free of the few things, that 
Fortune had given them; moderate in 
Deſires; affeQionate in t their conjugal Re- | 
lation, 
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„lation; ſo religious in Life, that when 
they obſerv'd their homely Cabbin rifi "5 
to a Temple, all the Bounty they ask'd 
of the Gods they had entertain'd, was, 
that they might do the Office of Prieſt- 
hood there; and at their Death, not ſur- 
vive one another. 


IE 


The Stories of Lycaon, and Pentheas, 


not only deter from Infidelity, and Irre- 
verence to the Gods; but the laſt alſo 


ſhows, that too great Zeal produces the 


'E ſame Effects, as none at all ; and that En- 


*Z thuſiaſm is often more cruel, than A- 


©. ER 
— 

4 

Lage 


e 
e 


The Story of Minos, and Scylla repre- 


. - 
theiſm. | | 
WE, 


ſents the Ir of ſelling our Country; 


and teaches, that even they who love the 
Crime, abhor the Criminal. 

In Cippus we find a noble Magnanimi-- 
ty, and Heavenly Self-denial ; he preferr'd& 
the Good of the Republick to his own. 
private Grandeur; and choſe with an 
exemplary Generoſity, rather to live a. 
private Free-Man out of Rome, than to 


command Numbers of Slaves in it. 


From the Story of Hercules we learn, 


that Glory is a Lady, who, like many o- 


thers, loves to have her Admirers ſuffer a 
great deal for her. The Poet enumerates 
the Labours of the, Heroe; fhaws.;how- 
he conquer'd ar 3 for Others, dut 


nothing. 


\ - 
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nothing for himſelf: Then does him the 
Poetical Juſtice of an Apotheofis; think» 
ing it moſt fit that one, who had born the 
Celeſtial Orbs on his Shoulders, ſhou'd i 
have a Manſion amongſt them. 7 
From the Aſſumption of Romulus; that tt 
when War is at an end, the chief Buſi- j 
_ neſs of Peace ſhould be the enacting good 
Laws; that after a People are preſerv'd 
from the Enemy; the next care ſhou'd be, 
to preſerve them from themſelves ; and 
therefore the beſt Legiſlators deſerve a 
Place amongſt Heroes, and Deities. 
From Ariadne being inhumanly deſert- f 
_Þ 
a 


ed by Theſeas, and generouſly receiv'd bk 
Bacehus we find, that as there is nothing 
we can be ſure of, ſo there is nothing we 
ought to deſpair of. = 1 
Prom A/thea burning the Brand; that 
we ſhou'd take care leaſt under the Noti- I 
on of Juſtice, we ſhou'd do a Crnelty; 
for they that are ſet upon Revenge, oni 
endeavour to imitate the Injury. 
From Pohpbemus making Love to Ga- 
latea One may obſerve, that the moſt de- 
form'd can find ſomething to like in their 
own Perſon. He examines his Face in 
the Stream, combs his ruful Locks with 
a Rake, grows more exact, and ſtudious 
of his Dfeſs, and diſcovers the 2 


PREFACE, xly 


© of deing in Love, by endeavouring at A 
55 more than uſual Care to pleaſe. 
The Fable of Cepbalus, and Procrys 


IE confirms, that every Trifle contributes to 


1 | heighten the Diſea e of Jealouſy ; and that 


t 5 moſt convincing Proofs can ſearce cure 


ä F rom that of Hippomenes, and Aialautu 
ve may diſeover, that a generous Preſent 


„bdelps to perſuade, as well as an agreeable 


== Perſon. 

= From Medea's flying from Pe hass Court; 
that the offer'd F bog. of 'the Impious 
& ſhould be always ſuſpected; and that they, 


who deſign to make every one fear them, 
ate afraid of every one. 


From Myrrha; that Shame is Wrnetimes 


dard to be overcome, but if the Sex once 
gets the better of it, it gives them after- 


Wards no more Trouble. 

& From Cenis; that Effeminacy in Youth 
may change to Valour in Manhood, and 
chat as Fame Perifhes, ſo does Cenſure. 
PFrom Tereus; that one Crime lays the 
Foundation of many; ; and that the ſame 
Perſon, who begins with Luft, may con- 


= clude with Murther. 


= From Midas; that no Body can puniſh 
= a Covetous Man worſe, than he puniſhes 


Z himſelf; that ſearceany thing wou'd ſome- 


if tunes prove more fatal 1c us, than the 
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Completion of our own Wiſhes; and 


that he who has the moſt Deſires, will | 
certainly meet with the molt Diſappoint- 


ments. 


may be Obſerv'd, that Man is the only A- 
nimal, who kills his Fellow -Creature with- 
out being angry. 

From Proteus we have this Leſſon, that 
a Stateſman can put on any Shape; can be 
a Spaniel to the Lyon, and a Lyon to the 
Spaniel; and that he knows not to be an 
Enemy, who knows not how to ſeem a 
Friend ; that if all Crowns ſhou'd change 
their Miniſtry, as often as they pleaſe, 
| tho? they may be call'd other Miniſters, 
ey are ſtill the ſame Men. 
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he Legend of Aſculapius's Voyage to 
Kome in — of a Snake, ſeems to port f Z | 
the neceſſary Sagacity requir'd in Profe. 1 

ſors of that Art, for the readier inſight in- 


to Diſtempers: This Reptile being cele- 
2 by the ancient Natural iſts for a an 
ight. 


Cur in amicorum titium tam cernis acutum 
Een aut aquile, aut  ſerpens . ? 


Hor. "Sg 1.1. 
A 


The venerable Epidaurian aſſum'd the 
Roper of an Anitnal without Hands to take 
Fecs; I 


From the Porbagerees Philoſophy, i 
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honour'd him with a 
manner ſhou'd wealthy Phyficians, upon 


: genre opus exegi, tc. 
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Fees ; and therefore, . ere 
emple. In this 


proper Occaſions, practiſe; and thus cheir 


ſurviving Patients reward. 


If the Metamorphoſes be attended to 


7 with a juſt W. rel! and without Pre- 
n 


poſſeſſion; One will be the leſs ſurpriz'd 


j : a the Author's Prophetick Spirit, relating 


to the Duration, and Succeſs of — JP. 


This Prediction has ſo far prov'd VU. 


that this Poem has been ever ſince the Ma- 
. gal ine, which has furniſh'd the greateſt 


oets of the following Ages with Fancy, 
and Alluſions; and the moſt celebrated 
Painters with Subjects, and Deſigns. Nor 


haue his Poetical Predeceſſors, and Contem- 


1 Taller bums, 8850 e virim volitare per ora. 


4 cs paid leſs Regard to their own 


erformances. 


nſgnemque mes capiti petere inde cornam, . 


Une prius null velarunt tempora Muſe. Lucr.B.r. 
= Memo me lacrumeis decoret, nec funera fletu 


Facſit ; quur volito vivw' per ora virum. Enn. Frag. 


-Fentanda via eſt, qua me quoque poſſi 


Virg. G. 3. 
Me 
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Me dodtarum Edere pramia frontium 

Din miſcent ſuperi.— Hor. Od. i 
Again, 

Exegi monumentum æri peremlær, 

Regalique ſit Pyramidum altiu, 

Prod non imber edax, non Aquilo hun, 

Feſſit diruere, aut junumerabilis * | 

Amorum aries, & fuga remporum. 


Non omnis moriar. Hor. B. 3. . Od. „ 


The whole Ode is is in a manner a conti- | 
nu'd Compliment to his own Writings 
nor, in Imitation of this celebrated 
thor, want we Poets of our prefent Fa 
who have been pleas'd to rank themſelves 

amongſt their own Admirers. 

I have done with the Original, and ſhall 
make no Excuſe for the length of the Pre- 
face, becauſe it is in the power of the 
Reader to make it as ſhort as he pleaſes. I 
ſhall now conclude with a Word or two 
about the Verſion 

Tranflation is commonly either Verbal, 
or Paraphraſe, or Imitation ; of the firſt 
is Mr. Sauds's, which I think the Meta- 
morphoſes can by no means allow of. It 
is agreed, the 


uthor left it unfiniſh'd; if 
it had undergone his laſt Hand, it is more 


chan probable, that many Superfluities had 
| been 


Jon reviſits, wou'd have done himſelf. 
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been retrench'd. Where a Poem is per- 
fectly finiſn'd; the Tranſlation, with re- 
gard to ne Idioms, cannot be too 
exact; by 


doing this, the Senſe of the Au- 
thor is more entirely his own, and the 
Caſt of the Periods more faithfully pre- 
ſery'd : But where a Poem is tedious. 


| through Exuberance; or dark through a 
& haſty Brevity, I think the Tranſlator may 
be excus'd for doing what the Author up- 


i 
If Mr. Jaudt had been of this Opinion, 


hoſes had not been attempted. 5 
tirick has obſerv'd, that in his Ver- 


| | robs other Tranflations of the Meta- 
"A 


fon of this Book, he has ſcruputouſly con- 
fin'd the Number of his Lines to thoſe of 
1 the Original. | "Tis fit I ſhould take the 


Summ upon Content, and be better bred, 


than to count after him. 


The Manner that feems moſt ſuited for 


this preſent e is neither to fol- 
lo the Author too clo 


out of a Critical 
Timoronſmeſs; nor abandon him too. 


= wantonly through a Poetick Boldneſs. 
= The Original ſhould always be kept in 
view, without too apparent a Deviation 
= from the Senſe. Where it is otherwiſe ; 
it is not a Verſion, but an Imitation. The 
X Tranſlator ought to be as intent to keep 


up 
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up the Gracefulneſs of the Poem, as artful 
to hide its Imperfections; to copy its 
Beauties, and to throw a Shade over its 
Blemiſhes ; to be faithful to an Idolatry, 
where the Author excells; and to take the 
Licence of a little Paraphraſe, where 
Penury of Fancy, or Dryncſs of Expreſ- 
ſion ſeem to ask for it. CE RITES 
The Ingenious Gentlemen concern'd in 
this Undertaking ſeem to be of this Opi- t 
nion; and therefore they have not only 
conſulted the Reputation of the Author, 
but their own alſo. There is one of them 1 
. 
| 


has no other Share in this Compliment, 

than by being the Occaſion of engaging ® 
them that have, in obliging the Public. 
He has alſo, been fo juſt to the Memory, 

and Reputation of Mr. Dryden, as to give 


'# r 
. 

. 

„ 


4 " 1 


his incomparable Lines the Advantage of 
appearing ſo near his OW. 
I cannot paſs by that Admirable Engh/ 4 
Poet, without endeavouring to make his 
Country ſenſible of the Obligations they FX 
have to his Muſe. Whether they conſi- 
der the flowing Grace of his Verſification; 
the vigorous Sallies of his Fancy; or the 
peculiar Delicacy of his Periods ; they'll” 
diſcover Excellencies never to be enough 
admir'd. If they trace him from the firſt 
Productions of his Youth, to the laſt Per- 
e formances 
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formances of his Age, they'll find, that as 
the Tyranny of Rhyme never impos'd on 
the Perſpicuity of the Senſe; ſo a languid 
Senſe never wanted to be ſet off by the 
Harmony of Rhyme. And as his earlier 
Works wanted no Maturity; ſo his lat- 
ter wanted no Force, or Spirit. The fal- 


ling off of his Hair, had no other Conſe- 


| f | quence, than to make his Lawrels be ſeen 
LMS 097 GSO. THO LA 
As a Tranſlator he was juſt ; as an In- 


venter he was rich. His Verſions of ſome 
parts of Lacretias, Horace Homer, and 


Virgil throughout, gave him a-juſt pretence 
to that Compliment which was made to 
= Monſieur d Ablanconrt, a celebrated French 
= Tranſlater'; It is uncertain who have the 


ef greateſt Obligations to Him, the Dead or 
the Livin FJ 


With 41 thefe wondrous Talents, He 
was Libell'd in his Life-time by the very 
Men, who had no other Excel lencies, but 
as they were his Imitators. Where he was 
allow d to have Sentiments ſuperior to all 
= others, they charged him with Theft: But 


: 1 how did he Steal? no otherwiſe, than 
like thoſe, that ſteal Beggars Children, 
only to cloath them the better. 


"Tis to be lamented, that Gentlemen 
ſtill continue this unfair Behaviour, and 
treat One another every Day with moſt in- 

N jurious 


d 
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jurions Libels. The Muſes. ſhould be 
Ladies of a chaſte and fair Behaviour: 
when they are otherwiſe, they are Furies. 
Tris certain that Parnaſſus is at beſt but 1 
barren Mountain, and its Inhabitants con- 
trive to make it more ſo by their un- 
neighbourly Deportment; the Authors are 
the only Corporation that endeayonr at 
the Ruin of their own Society. Ever) 
Day may .convince them, how much: 
rich Fool is reſpe&ed above a poor Wit. 
The only Talems in Eſteem at preſent 
are thoſe of Exchange-Ally ; one Tally 
is worth a Grove of Bays; and *tis of 
much more Conſequence to be well read 
in the Tables of Intereſt, and the Riſe 
and Fall of Stocks, than in the Revolu- 
wor. of Empires, © 5 "Y 
Mr. Dryden is ſtill a ſad, and ſhameful 8 
Inſtance of this Truth: The Man, that 
cou'd make Kings immortal, and raife 
triamphant Arches to Heroes, now wants 
a poor ſquare Foot of Stone, to ſhow 7 
where the Aſhes of one of the greateſt 
Poets, that ever was apon Earth, arc 
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METAMORPHOSES. - 
0 OK: 
 Trayſatedby Ab. Jon Davpex,. 


57.52 bd Bodies chang'd to various Forms 1 
5 ſing . 
80 re Gods, from Gs theſe Mira. 
532 eles did fpring, S 

=D Inſpire my Numbers with cena 
ͤ»KͤK A ³·¹ -w 
Till 1, my long laborious Work complen :- 

And add perpetual Tenout to my Rhimes, 
Deduc' d from Nature's Birth, to Ce/ar's Times. 
Before the Seas, and this Terreſtrial Ball, 
And Heay'ns high Canopy, that coveg all, 
One was the Face of Nature; if a Face, 
| Katber-a ryde and indigeſted Maſs: _ 


wa 
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I be next of kin, contiguouſly embrace; 
And foes are ſunder' d, by a larger ſpace. 


— 


4 5 — Book 1 


| A lifeleſs Lump, unfaſhion'd, and unfram d, 
Of jarring Seeds; and juſtly Chaos nam d. 
No sun was lighted up, the World to view; 
No Moon did yet her blunted Horns renew: 
Nor yet was Earth ſuſpended in the Sky; 
Nor pois'd, did on her own Foundations lye: 
Nor Seas about the Shores their Arms had thrown; 
But Earth, and Air, and Water were in one. | 
Thus Air was void of Light, and Earth unſtable, 
And Waters dark Abyſs unnavigable. | 
No certain Form on any was impreſt; 
All were confus'd, and each diſturb'd the reft, 
For hot, and cold were in one Body fixt; 
And ſoft with hard, and light with heavy mixt. 
But God, or Nature, while they thus (contend, 
ro thele inteſtine Diſcords put an end: 
Then Earth from Air, and Seas from Earth were driw n, 
And groſſer Air ſunk from Etherial Heav'n! 
Thus diſembroil'd, they take their proper place; 5 


The force of Fire aſcended firſt on high, 

And took its dwelling in the vaulted Sky : 
Then Air ſucceeds, in Lightneſs next to Fire; 
Whoſe Atoms from unactive Earth retire. 

Earth ſinks beneath, and draws a num' tous throng 
Of ꝓondrous, thick, unweildy Seeds along. 
About her Coaſts, unruly Waters roar; 

And, riſing on a ridge, inſult the Shore. 

Thus when the God, whatever God was he, | 
Had fogm'd the whole, and made the parts agree, 
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Book I, Ov1D's Metamorphoſes, .F 
That no unequal Portions might be found, 
He moulded Earth into a ſpacious Round: 


Then with a breath, he gave the Winds to blow „ 


And bad the congregated Waters flow. | | 
He adds the running Springs, and ſtanding Lakes; 
And bounding Banks for winding Rivers makes. 
some part, in Earth are ſwallow'd up, the moſt 
In ample Oceans, diſembogu' d, are loſt, 


| He ſhades the Woods, the Vallies he reſtrains 


With Rocky Mountains, and extends the Plains. 
And as five Zones th* Ftherial Regions bind, 
Five, Correſpondent, are to Earth aflign'd; 
The Sun with Rays, directly darting down, 

Fires all beneath, and fries the middle Zone: 

The two beneath the diſtant Poles, complain 

Of endleſs Winter, and perpetual Rain. 

Betwixt th' extreams, two happier Climates hold 


- 
4 


| The Temper that partakes of Hot, and Cold. 


The Fields of liquid Air, incloſng all, 

Surround the Compaſs of this Earthly Ball: 

The lighter parts lye next the Fires above; 

The grofler near the watry Surface move: 
Thick Clouds re ſpread, and Storms engender there 3 
And Thunder's Voice, which wretched Mortals fear 6 


1 And winds that on their Wings cold Winter bear. 


Nor were thoſe bluſtring Brethren left at large, 
On Seas, and Shores, their fury to diſcharge - 
Bound as they are, and circumſcrib'd in place, 
They rend the World, reſiſtleſs, where they paſs; 
And mighty marks of miſchief leave behind; 
Such is the Rage of their tempeſtuous kind. 

D 3 | 
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Firſt Eurus to the riſing Morn is ſent, 
(The Regions of the balmy Continent;) 
And Eeaftern Realms, where early Perſians run, 
To greet the bleſt appearance of the Sun. 
Weſtward, the wanton Zephyr wings his flight; 
Pleas' d with the remnants of departing Light: 
Fierce Boreas, with his Off-ſpring, iſſues forth 
T' invade the frozen Waggon of the North. 
While frowning Auſter ſeeks the Southern Sphere; 
And rots, with endleſs Rain, th' unwkolſom Year. s 
High o'er the Clouds, and empty Realms of Wind, 
The God a clearer ſpace for Heav'n deſign'd; ; 
Where Fields of Light, and liquid Ether flow; 
Purg'd from the pondrous dregs of Earth below. MW 
Scarce had the Pow*r diftinguiſh'd theſe, when 
The Stars, no longer overlaid 'with weight, (Rreight 
Exert their Heads, from underneath the Maſs; 5 
And upward ſhoot, and kindle as they paſs, 5 
And with diffuſive Light, adorn their heav'nly place. 
Then, evety void of Nature to ſupply, 
With forms of Gods he fills the vacant Sky: 
New Herds of Beaſts, he ſends the Plains to mate: 
Ney Colonies of Birds, to people Air: _ $ 
And to theix Oozy Beds, the finny Fiſh. repair. d) 
A Creature of a more exalted Kind 
Was wanting yet, and then was Man deſign' d: 
Conſcious of Thought, of more capacious Breaſt, 
For Empire form'd, and fit to rule the reſt; 
Whether with particles of heay*nly Fire 
The God of Nature did his Soul inſpire, 


2 


Book I. Ov1D's Metamorphoſes. 7 
Or Earth, but new divided from the Sky, ] 
And, pliant, till, retain'd th' therial Energy: 
Which wife Prometheus temper'd into paſte, _ 
And mixt with living Streams the Godlike Image caft. 
Thus, while the mute Creation downward bend 
WTheir Sight, and to their Earthy Mother tend, 
Man looks aloft; and with ereQed Eyes 

WBcholds his own hereditary Skies. 

rrom ſach rude Principles our Form began; 

nd Earth was Metamorphos'd into Man. 


The GOLDEN AGE. 


= The Golden Age was firſt; when Man yet New, 7 
No Rule but uncorrupted Reaſon knew: 4 | 
And, with a Native. bent, did Good purſue; I 
WE Vaforc'd by Puniſhment, un-aw'd by Fear, wy 
His Words were ſimple, and his Soul fincere - 

WF Necdlcſs was written Law, where none oppreſt: 

@ The Law of Man was written in his Breaſt: 

No ſuppliant Crowds before the Judge 1 


No Court erected yet, nor Cauſe was heard: 8 
but all was ſafe, for Conſcience was their Guard: , 
W The Mountain-Trees in diſtant proſpect pleaſe, 
Fer yet the Pine deſcended to the Seas: _ 
W E'cr Sails were ſpread, new Oceans to explore: Y” 
And happy Mortals, unconcern'd for more, 8 
Confin' d their Wiſhes to their Native Shore. 
No Walls were yet; nor Fence, nor Mote, nor Mound» - 
Nox Drum was heard, nor Trumpet's angry. ſound: 35 
D 4. d 
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Nor Swords were forg'd ; but void of Care and Crime, 


The ſoft Creation flept away their time. 

The teeming Earth, yet guiltleſs of the Plough, 
And unprovok'd, did fruitful Stores allow: 
Content with Food, which Nature freely bred, 
On Wildings, and on Strawberties. they fed; 

_ Cornels and Bramble-berries gave the reſt, 
And falling Acorns: furniſht out a Feaſt. 


The Flow'rs unſown, in Fields and Meadows reign'd: 


And Weſtern Winds immortal Spring maintain'd. 
In following Years, the bearded Corn enſu'd, 
From Earth unask'd, nor was that Earth renew d. 
From Veins of Vallies, Milk and Nectar broke; 
And Honey ſweating through the pores of Oak. 


The SILVER AGE. 


But when Good Saturn, baniſh'd from above, 
Was driv'n to Hell, the World was unde r Fove. 
Succeeding times a Silver Age behold, 

Excelling Braſs, but more excell'd by Gold. 

Then Summer, Autumn, Winter did appear: 
And Spring was but a Seaſon of the Tear. 

The Sun his Annual Courſe obliquely made, 
Good days contracted, and enlarg'd the bad, 

Then Air with ſultry heats began to glow; : 
The wings of Winds were clogg'd with Ice and Snow 
And fhivering Mortals, into Houſes driv'n, 
Squght ſhelter from th' inclemency of Heav'n. 


Thoſe Houſes, then, were Caves, or homely Sheds; WF 
With twining Oziers fenc'd; and Mols their Beds. 
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Then Ploughs, for Seed, the fcuirful Furrows broke 
And Oxen labour d ficſt, beneath the Yoke. 


be BRAZEN AGE. - 
To this came next in courſe, the Brazen Ag 


A Warlike Offspring, prompt to Bloody Rage, 
Not Impious yet 


The IRON AGE. 


Hard Steel ſucceeded then : 


And ſtubborn as the Mettal, were the Men. 
Truth, Modeſty, and Shame, the World forſook : 
Fraud, Avarice, and Force, their places took. 
Then Sails were ſpread, to every Wind that blew. 


Raw were the Sailors, and the Depths were new; 


Trees, rudely hollow'd, did the Waves ſuſtain; 


E'er Ships in Triumph plough'd the watry Plain, 2 
Then Land-marks limited to each his Right ; 
For all before was common, as the Light. 
Nox was the Ground alone requir'd to bear. 


Her annual Income to the crooked Share,.. , T 


But greedy Morxtals, rummaging her. store, 


Digg'd from her Entrails firſt the precious Oar ; | 


3 Which next to Hell, the prudent Gods had laid 12 


And that alluring III, to ſight diſplay'd. 
Thus curſed Steel, and more accurſed Gold 


W Gaye miſchief Birth, and made that miſchief bold; - 


83 


And double. Death did uretche han invade, 
| By Steel 4 and by Gold betray” d. 


Ds 
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Now (brandiſ d Weapons glittering in their Hands) 
Mankind is broken looſe from moral * 

No rights of Hoſpitality remain: 85 

The Gueſt, by him who harbour'd him, i is lain. 
The Son-in-Law purſues the Father's Life; 

The Wife her Husband murders, he the wife. 

The Step-datnie Poyſon for the Son prepares; 

The Son inquires into his Father's years. 


Faith flies, and Piety in Exile mourns ; 


And Juſtice, here oppreſt, to Heay'n returns. 
The GYANTS WAR, 


Nor were the Gods themſelves more ſafe above; 
Againſt beleaguer'd Heav'n, the Gyants move. 
Hills pil'd on Hills, on Mountains Mountains lie, 
To make their mad approaches to the Skie. 

Till Fove, no longer patient, took his time 

T' avenge with Thunder their audacious Crime; 
Red Lightning plaid along the Firmament, 

And their demoliſ d Works to pieces rent. 


Sing'd with the Flames, and with the Bolts transfixt, 2 


With Native Earth, their Blood the Monfters mixt: 
The Blood, indu'd with animating heat, | 


Did in th? inipregiiant Eatth new Sons betet: 


They, like the Seed ftom which they ſprung, accurſt, 
Againſt the Gods immortal Hatred nutſt. 

An impious, arrogant, and ctuel Brood ; 

Typteſfing their Original flom Blood. 
Which when the King of Gods beheld from high 

(Withal revolvinz in his Memoty, 


we 


And, on the Right and Left, the Palace bound; 
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What he himſelf had found on Earth of late, 
| Lycaon's Guilt, and his inhumane Treat,) 

He ſigh'd; nor longer with his Pity ſtrove; 

But kindled to a Wrath becoming .Fove ; $47 4 
A Then call'd a General Council of the Gods; 
= Who Summon'd, iſſue from their Bleſt Abodes, 
= And fill th' Aſſembly with a ſhining Train. 

A way there is, in Heav'n's expauded Plain, 
Which, when the Skies are clear, is ſeen below, 

And Mortals, by the Name of Milky, know. 

W The Gronnd-work is of Stars; through which the Road 

= Lyes open to the Thunderer's Abode: 

The Gods of greater Nations dwell around, 


— 


* 


The Commons where they can: The Nobler ſort = 
== With Winding-doors wide open, front the Court. 
WE This Place, as far as Earth with Heav'n may vie, 
I dare to call. the Louvre of the Skie.- 
When all were plac'd, in Seats diſtinctly known, 
And he, their Father, had aſſum'd the Throne, - 
Upon his Iv'ry Sceptre firſt he leant, 


== Then ſhook. his Head, that ſhook the Firmament: 


Air, Earth, and Seas, obey d th' Almighty Nod; 
And, with a gen' ral Fear, confeſs d the God. 
At length with Indignation, thus he broke 


nis awful filence, and the Pow'rs. beſpoke. 


Las not more concern d in that debate 
of Empite, when our Univerſal State 
Was put to - hazard, and the Giant Race 
Out Captive $kics wete ready te imbrace - 

D 5 
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For tho the Foe was fierce, the Seeds of all 

Rebellion, ſprung from one Original; 

Now, whereſoever ambient Waters glide, 

All are corrupt, and all muſt be deſtroy d. 
Let me this Holy Proteſtation make, 5 

By Hell, and Hell's inviolable Lake, 


But gangten d Members muſt be lopt away, 
Before the Nobler Parts are tainted to decay. 
There dwells below, a Race of Demi-Gods, 


I rry'd whatever in the God-Head lay: 


Of Nymphs in Waters, and of Fawns in Woods: 


Who, tho' not worthy yet, in Heav'n to. live, 
Let 'em, at leaſt, enjoy that Earth we give. 

Can theſe be thought ſecurely lodg'd below, 

When 1 my ſelf, who no Superior know, 

I, who have Keav'a, and Earth at my Sant 

Have been attempted by Lycaon's Hand? 

At this a Murmur through the Synod went, 
And with one Voice they vote his Puniſhment. 
Thus, when conſpiring Traytors dar'd to doom 
The fall of Ceſar, and in him of Rowe, 
The Nations trembled with a pious. fear; 

All anxious for their Earthly Thunderer: 

Nor was their Care, O Ceſar, leſs eſteem'd 

By thee, than that of Heav'n for Fove was deem'd: 
Who with his Hand, and Voice, did firſt reſtrain 
Their Murmurs, then reſum'd his: Speech again. 
The Gods to ſilence were compos'd, and fate 
With reverence, due to his Superior State. 

Cancel your pious Cares; already he 
Has paid his Debt te Juſtice, and to me, 


3e eee 


wil 
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| Yet. what his Crimes, and what my Judgments were, 
Remains for me thus briefly to declare. 

# The Clamours of this vile degenerate Age, | 
E The Cries of Orphans, and th' Oppreſſor's Rage 
Had reach'd the Stars: I will deſcend, ſaid I, 

In hope to prove this loud Complaint a Lye. 
Diſguis d in Humane Shape, I travell'd round 
The World, and more than what I heard, 1 found. 
O'er Manalus I took my ſteepy way, 

By Caverns infamous for Beaſts of Prey : 

hen croſs'd Cy/lene, and the piny Shade 

More infamous, by curſt Lycaon made. 

Dark Night had cover 'd Heav'n, and Eanb, before 
I enter d his Unhoſpitable Door. 

Juſt at my entrance, I diſplay'd the Sign. 

That ſomewhat. was. approaching of Divine. 

The proſtrate People pray; the Tyrant grins: 
And, adding Prophanation to his Sins, 
III try, ſaid he, and if a God appear, 

To prove his. Deity ſhall coſt him dear. : 
'Twas late; the. graceleſs Wretch my Death prepares, 
When I. ſhou'd ſoundly ſleeꝑ, oppreſt with. Cares: 
This dire Experiment he choſe, to prove 

If 1 were Mortal, or undoubted Fove: _ 

But firſt he had reſoly'd to taſte my owT 
Not long before, but in a luckleſs hour 

some Legates, ſent from the Molofſian State, 

were on a. peaceful Errand come to treat -. 

== Of theſe he murders one, he boils the Fleſh. * 
u lays the mangf'd Morſcls. in a Dim: 
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Some part he roaſts; then ſerves it up, ſo dteſt, 
And bids me weleome to this humane Feaſt. 
Mov'd with diſdain, the Table I o'er-turn'd; 

And with avenging Flames, the Palace burn d. 

The Tyrant in à fright, for ſhelter gains | 
The neighb'ring Fields, and ſcours along rhe Plaim, WW 
Howling he fled, and fain he-wou'd have ſpoke; 
But humane Voice his Brutal Tongue forfook. | 
About his Lips'thei gather'd Foam he churns, 5 


And, breathing flaughters, Rill wirh rage he burns, 5 
But on the bleating Flock his fury turns. 


His Mantle, now his Hide, wirh rugged Pairs 
Cleaves to his Back; a famiſh'd Face he beats; 

His Arms deſcend, his Shoulders fink away 

To multiply his Legs for chaſe of Prey. 

He grows a Wolf, his hoarineſs remains, 

And the ſame Rage in other members reigns... 

His Eyes till ſparkle in a narr wer fpace : 

His Jaws retain' the grin, and violence of his Face, 
This was a fingle ruin, but not one 

Deſerves ſo juſt a Punimment alone. 

Mankitid's a Monſter, and th',/ Ungodly times 

Confed'rate imo Guilt, are ſworn to Ctimes. 

All are alike inyolv'd in IIl, and all | 

Muſt by the ſame relentleſs Fury fall, | 
Thus ended he; the greater Gods aſſent; 4 : 


By Clamours urging his ſevere intent; 
The leſs fill up the Ciy for runmment. 
Yet ſtill with pity they femember Man; 
And mourn as much as ticav*bly Spitits can. 
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They ask, when thoſe were loſt of humane Birth, 
What he wou'd do with all this waſte of Earth; 
Ef his diſpeopl'd World he would reſign 

ro Beaſts, a mute, and more ignoble Line; 
eglected Altars muſt no longer ſmoke, © 
r none were left to worſhip, and invoke, - 
ro whom che Father of the Gods replyd, 2 


* 


ay that unneceffary fear aſide: 
line be the cate, new People to provide. 
in from wondrous Principles ordain 
STA Race unlike the firſt, and try my 'Skill again. | 
| Already had he tofs'd the flaming Brand; 7J 
WA nd coll'd the, Thunder in his ſpacious Hand; 
Preparing to diſcharge on Seas and Land: 
hut ſtopt, for fear, thus violently driv'n, | 
rne Spatks mould catch his Axle-tree of Heaw'n. 
Remembritig in the Fates, a time when Fire 
hou'd to the Battlements of Heav'n aſpire, 
ud all his blazing Worlds above ſhou'd burn ; 
nd all th? inferior Globe to Cinders tun. 
his dice ArtilPry thus diſmiſt, he bent 
nis thoughts to ſome ſecuter Puniſhment: 
Concludes to pour a Warty Deluge down; 
And wat he dürſt not burn, reſolves ro'drown, 
The Northern Breath, that freezes Floods, t 
binds; | 
ME With all the race of Cloid-aifpelling Winds: : 
ruhe south he lobsd, who Night, and Horror brings; 
And Foggs '#re'ihaken from "his Birggy Wings. 
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From his divided Beard two Streams he pours, 
| His Head, and rhumy Eyes diſtill in Show'rs. 
With Rain his Robe, and heavy Mantle flow: 
And lazy Miſts are lowring on his Brow; 
Still as he. ſwept along, with his clench'd Fit | 
He ſqueez d the Clouds, th? impriſon'd Clouds reſiſ: W 
The Skies from Pole to Pole, with peals reſound; 
And Show'rs inlarg'd, come pouring on the Ground, 
Then, clad in Colours of a vazious Dye, 
Funonian Iris. breeds a new ſupply 
To feed the Clouds: Impetuous Rain deſcends; 
- The bearded Corn beneath the Burden bends: 
Defrauded Clowns deplore their periſh'd Grain; 
And the long Labours of the Year are yain. 
Nor from his Patrimonial Heaven alone 
Is. Jave content to pour his Vengeance down; 
Aid from his Brother of the Seas he craves, 
To help him with Auxiliary Waves. 
The watry Tyrant calls his Brooks and Floods, | 
Who rowl from moſſie Caves (their. moiſt. abodes ;) i 
And with perpetual Urns his Palace fill: ; 
To whom. ia brief, he thus imparts his Will. 
Small Exhortation needs; your Pow'rs.employ ; 
And / this bad World, ſo Fove requires, deſtroy. | 
Let looſe the Reins to all your watry Store: 
Bear down the Damms, and open ev'ry door. 
The Floods, by Nature Enemies to. Land, 
And proudly ſwelling with their new Command, 
Remoye the living Stones, that ſtopt their way, 
And guſhing from their Source, augment the Sea. 


; b | 
Book I, Ov1D's Metamorphoſes, 17 
Then, with his yy their Monarch firuck the 
+ Ground; 
With inward trembling Earth receiv'd the wound; 
And riſing Streams a ready paſſage found. 
Th' expanded Waters gather on the Plain: 
They float the Fields, and over-top the Grain; 
Then ruſhing onwards, with a ſweepy ſway, 
Near Flocks, and Folds, and lab'ring Hinds away. 
Lor ſafe their Dwellings were, for, ſap*d by Floods, 
rheir Houſes fell upon their Houſehold Gods. % 
WThe ſolid Piles, too ſtrongly built to fall, 
High o'er their Heads, behold a watry Wall: 
No Seas and Earth were in confuſion loſt ; 
WA World of Waters, and without a Coaſt. 
one climbs a Cliff; one in his Boat is born; 
And ploughs above, where late he ſow'd his Corn. 
others o'er Chimney-tops and Turrets row, 
And drop their Anchors on the Meads below: 
or downward driv'n, they bruiſe the tender w 
or toſt aloft, are knock'd againſt a Pine. | 
And where of late the Kids had cropt the Graſs, 
E The Monſters of the deep now take their Place. 
W Inſulting Nereids on the Cities ride, 
And wond'ring Dolphins o'er the Palace glide. 
on leaves, and maſts of mighty Oaks they brouze; 
And their broad Finns entangle in the Boughs, 
WE The frighted Wolf now ſwims amongſt the Sheep 3. 
WE The: yellow Lion. wanders in the deep: 
his rapid force no longer helps the Boar :. 
he Stag ſwims faſter, than he ran before. 
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The Fowls, long beating on their Wings in vain, 

Deſpair of Land, and drop into the Main. 
Now Hills, and Vales no more diſtinction know ; 
And levell'd Nature lies oppreſs'd below. 
The moſt of Mortals periſh in the Flood. 
The ſmall remainder dies for want of Food. 

A Mountain of ſtypendovs height there ſtands 
Betwixt th' Athenian and Be&otian Lands, 
The bound of fruitful Fields, while Fields they were, 
But then a Field 'of Waters did appear : 
Parnaſſus is its name; whoſe forky rife 
Mounts through the Clouds, and mates the lofty Skies 


High on the Summit of this dubious Cliff, 


Deucalion wafting, moor'd his little Skiff. 

He with his Wife were only left behind 

Of periſt'd Man; they two were human Kind. 
The Mountain Nymphs, and Them they adore, 

And from her Oracles relief implore. 

The moſt upright of Mortal Men was he 
Thejmoſt ſincere, and holy Woman, the. 

When Fupiter, ſurveying Earth from high, 
Beheld it in a Lake of Water lie, 1 
That where ſo many Millions lately lid, 

But two, the beſt of either Sex, ſurviv d; 

He loog'd the Northern Wind ; fierce Boreas flies 
To puff away the Clouds, and purge the Skies: 
Sexenely, while he blows, the Vapours driv'n, 
Diſcover Heav'n to Earth, and Earth to Heav'a. 
The Billews fall, while Neptwne lays his Mace 

On the rough Sea, and ſmooths its furcow'd Face: 
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Already Triton, at his call appears a 
Above the Waves; a Tyrian Robe he weats; 

And in his hand a crooked Trumpet bears. 8 
The Soveraign bids him peaceful ſounds inſpire 5 
And give the Waves the ſignal to retire. 

His writhen Shell he takes; whoſe narrow vent 

Grows by degrees into a large extent, | 
Thea gives it breath; the Blaſt with doubling ſound, 
Runs the wide Circuit of the World around; 

Trhe Sun firſt heard it, in his early Eaſt, 

And met the rattling Eccho's in the Weſt, 

he Waters, liſtning to the Trumpet's roar, 

Obey the Summons, and forſake the Shore. 

A thin Circumference of Land appears; 

nd Earth, but not at once, her Viſage rears, 

id peeps upon the Seas from upper Grounds ;. 

he Streams, but juſt Contain'd within their bounds» 
3y low degrees into their Channels crawl ; 

nd Earth increaſes, as the Waters fall. 

n longer time the tops of Trees appear, 

hich Mud on their diſhonour'd Branches bear. 

At length the World was all reſtor'd to views. 
ut deſolate, and of a fickly hue : | 

{ture beheld her ſelf, and ſtood aghaſt, 

K diſmal Deſart, and a filent Waſte. 

| Which when Deucal ion, with a piteous look 
zeheld, he wept, and thus to Pyrrha ſpoke: 

Dh Wife, oh Siſter, oh of all thy kind 8 


he beſt, and only Creature left behind, 
J Kindred, Love, and nom by Dangers joyn' d: 


From ſacred Oracles they ſeek Relief; 
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Of Multitudes, who breath'd the common Ait, 

We two remain; a Species in a Pair: 

The reſt the Seas have ſwallow'd; nor have we 

'Ev'n of this wretched Life a eertainty. 

The Clouds are ſtill above; and, while I ſpeak, 

A ſecond Deluge o'er our heads may break. 

Shou'd I be ſnatch*d from hence, and thou rewain, 

Without relicf, or Partner of thy pain, 5 

How cou'dſt thou ſuch a wretched Life ſuſtain? 

Shou'd I be left, and thou be loſt, the Sea 
That bury'd her I lov'd, ſhou'd bury me. 

Oh cou'd our Father his old Arts inſpire, 

And make me Heir of his informing Fire, 

That ſo I might aboliſht Man retrieve, 

And periſht People in new Souls might live. 
But Heav'n is pleas'd, nor ought we to complain, 

That we, th* Examples of Mankind, remain. 

He ſaid ; the careful Couple joyn their Tears: 

And then invoke the Gods, with pious Prayers. 

Thus, in Devotion having eas'd their Grief, 


And to Cephyſus Brook their way purſue: 

The Stream was troubled, but the Ford they knew; 
With living Waters, in the Fountain bred, 

They ſprinkle firſt their Garments, and their Head 
Then took the way, which to the Temple led. 
The Roofs were all defil'd with Moſs, and Mite, * 
The deſart Altars void of Solemn Fire. 

Before the Gradual, proſtrate they ador'd ; 

The Pavement kiſs'd, and thus the Saint -implor'd, 


n 
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O Righteous Themis, if the Pow'rs above | 
By Pray'rs are bent to pity, and to love; 


If humane Miſeries can move their Mind; 


If yet they can forgive, and yet be kind; 

Tell how we may reſtore, by ſecond birth, 

Mankind, and people deſolated Earth. 

Then. thus the gracious Goddeſs, nodding, ſaid; - „* 

Depart, and with your Veſtments veil your head: 

And ftooping lowly down, with looſen'd Zones, 

Throw each behind your backs, your mighty Mo- 
ther's Bones. | 

Amaz'd the Pair, and mute with eas flaad,- 

Till Pyrrha firſt refus'd the dire Command. 


| Forbid it Heav'n, ſaid ſhe, that I ſhou'd tear 


Thoſe Holy Reliques, from. the Sepulcher. 

They ponder'd the myſterious words again, 5 
Tor ſome new ſenſe; and long they ſought i in vain : : 
At length Deucalion clear d his cloudy brow, | 

And ſaid, the dark Enigma will allow r, 


| A Meaning, which if well I underſtand, _ 
From Sacrilege will free the God's Command: 


This Earth our mighty Mother is, the Stones 
In her capacious Body, are her Bones: 


rheſe we muſt caſt behind. With hope, and fear 


The Woman did the new Solution hear: 

The Man diffides in his own Augury⸗ 

And doubts the Gods; yet both reſolve to try. 
Deſcending from the Mount, they firſt unbind 


Their Veſts, and veil'd, they caſt the Stones behind; . 
The Stones (a Miracle to Mortal view, | 
But long Tradition makes it paſs for * 


2 Ov D Metamorphoſos, 'Book ' 


Did firſt the Rigour of their Kind expel, 
And ſuppled-into ſoftneſs, as they fell; 


Then ſwell'd, and ſwelling, by degrees grew warm | 


And took the Rudiments of Humane Form. 
Imperfect Shapes: in Marble ſuch are ſeen, 
When the rude Chizzel docs the Man begin; 
While yet the roughneſs of the Stone remains, 
Without the riſing Muſcles, and the Veins. 

The ſappy parts, and next reſembling juice, 
Were turn*d to moiſture, for the Bodies uſe : 
Supplying humours, blood, and nouriftment; 
The reſt, too ſolid to receive a bent, © 
Converts to Bones; and what was once a Vein, 
Its former Name and Nature did retain. 

By help of Pow*s Divine, in little ſpace, 
What the Man threw, aſſum'd a Manly Faee; 
And what the Wife, renew'd the Female Race. 
Hence we derive our Nature; born to bear 
Laborieus Life; and harden'd into Care. 

The reſt of Animals, from teeming Earth 
Produc'd, in various forms receiv*d their birth. 
The native moiſture, in its cloſe retreat, 
Digeſted by the Sun's Atherial Heat, 

As in a kindly Womb, began to breed: 
Then ſwell'd, and quicken'd by the viral Seed. 
And ſome in leſs, and ſome in longer ſpace, - 
Were ripen'd into form, and took a ſey ral face 
Thus when the Nile from Pharian Fields is fled, 
And ſeeks, with Ebbing Tides, his Ancient Bed, 
The fat Manure with Heay'nly Fire is warm'd; 
And cruſted Creatures, as in Wombs, are form'd; 


But 
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WW Theſe, uhen they turn the Globe, the Peaftines find; 
dome rude, and yet unfiniſi'd in their kind's . 
Short of their Limbs, a lame imperfoct Birth : 
One half alive; and one: of lifeleſs Earth. 

For heat, and moiſtuce, when in Bodies join'd, 
The temper that reſults from either Kind 
Conception makes; and fighting till they mix, 
Their mingled Atoms in each other fix. 

Thus Nature's hand the Genial Bed prepares 
With friendly Diſcord, and with fruitful Wars. 

From hence the ſurface of the Ground with Mud, 
And Slime beſmear'd, (the fzces of the Flood) 
Receiv d the Rays of Heav'n; and ſucking in 
The Seeds of Heat, new Creatures did begin: 
Some were of ſev'ral ſorts produc'd before, 
| But of new Monſters, Earth created more. LE 
Vnyilliagly, but yet the bronght to light \ 


Thee, Python too, the wondring World to fright, 
And the new Nations, with ſo dire a fight - 
80 monſtrous was his bulk, fo. large a ſpace 
Did his vaſk Body, and long rain embrace. 
| Whom Phabus basking on a Bank eſpy'd; 
Fer now the God his Azzows had not try\d _ 
Big on the, trembling Deer, or Mountain Goat; 
At this new Quarry he prepares to oom. 
Though ev*ry. Shaft took place, be ſpent the Store | : 


Of his fall Quiver; and twas long before 

| Th' expiring Serpent wallow'd in his Gore. 
Then, to preſerve the Fame of ſuch a deed, 
| IE ke Ages —— WN 


24 Ovid's Metamorphoſes. Book l 
Where Noble Youths for Maſterſhip ſhou'd ſtriye, 


To Quoit, to Run, and Steeds, and Chariots drive. 
The Prize was Fame: In witneſs of Renown 
An Oaken Garland did the Victor crown. 


But every Green alike by Phæbus worn, fadorn. 
Did, with 3 | Wore, his flowing Locks 


The Lawrel was not yet for Triumphs born; | 


The 7. ran;formation of DAPHNE int « 


Laurel. 


The firſt and faireſt of his 8 was ſhe 
Whom not blind Fortune, but the dire decree 
Of angry Cupid forc'd him to deſire: 
Daphne her Name, and Peneus was her Sire. 
Swell'd with the Pride, that new Succeſs attends, 
He ſees the Striphing, while his Bow he bends, 


And thus inſults him; Thou laſcivious Boy, 
Are Arms like theſe for Children to employ? 


Know, ſuch Atchievements are my proper claim; 
Due to my vigour, and unerring aim: 


Reſiſtleſs are my Shafts, and Python late 


In ſuch a feather'd Death, has found his fate. 


Take up the Torch, (and lay my Weapons by) 


With that the feeble Souls of Lovers fry. 


To whom the Son of Venus thus reply d, 
-  Phabus, thy Shafts are ſure on all beſide, 


But mine on Phæbus, mine the Fame ſhall be 


Of all thy Conqueſts, when I conquer thee. 


He ſaid, and ſoaring, ſwiftly wing'd his flight? 
Nor ſtopt but on Parnaſſus. airy height, 


Two 


Tue 
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Two diffrent Shafts he from his Quiver draws; 
One to repel Deſire, and one to cauſe. 
One Shaft is pointed with refulgent Gold: 
To bribe the Love, and make the Lover bold: 
one blunt, and tipt with Lead, whoſe baſe allay 
Povokes Diſdain, and drives Deſire away. 
The blunted Bolt againſt the Nymph he dreſt: 
But with the ſharp transfixt Apollo's Breaſt, 
Th! enamour'd Deity purſues the Chace; 
The ſcornful Damſel ſhuns his loath'd Embrace: 
ln hunting Beaſts of Prey, her Youth ere, ; 
And Phebe rivals in her rural Joys, 
With naked Neck ſhe goes, and Shoulders TIEN | 
And with a Fillet binds her flowing Hair. 
By many Suitors ſought, ſhe mocks their pains, 
And ſtill her yow'd Virginity maintains. 
Impatient of a Yoke, the name of Bride , 
dhe ſhuns, and hates the Joys, the never try'd. 
On Wilds, and Woods ſhe fixes her deſire : 
Nor knows what Youth, and kindly Love inſpire. 
Her Father chides her oft; Thou ow'ft, ſays he, 
\ Husband to thy ſelf, a Son to me. | 
She, like a Crime, abhors the Nuptial Bed: | 
She glows with Bluſhes, and ſhe hangs her Head. 
hen caſting round his Neck her tender Arms, 
Sooths him with Blandiſhments, and filial Charms : 
ive me, my Lord, ſhe ſaid, to live, and die 
A ſpotleſs Maid, without the Marriage Tye. 
Tis but a ſmall Requeſt;. I beg no more 


Than what Diana's Father gave before. 
Vol, L & 
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The good old Sire was ſoften'd to conſent ; To 

But ſaid her Wiſh wou'd prove her Puniſhment : ab 

For ſo much Youth, and ſo much Beauty joyn'd, Wye: 

Oppos'd the State, whick her deſires deſign d. Nuo 
The God of Light, aſpiring to her Bed, 

Hopes what he ſeeks, with flattering Fancies fed; In 
And is, by his own Oracles, miſ-led. Me 

And as in empty Fields, the Stubble burns, 

Or nightly Travellers, when day returns, 

Their uſeleſs Torches on dry Hedges throw, 

That catch the Flames, and kindle all the row; 

So burns the God, conſuming in deſire, 

And feeding in his Breaſt a fruitleſs Fire: 

Her' well-turn'd Neck he view'd (her Neck was bar} 
And on her Shoulders her diſhevel'd Hair; 

Oh were it comb'd, ſaid he, with what a grace 
Wou'd-every waving Curl become her Face ! 

He view'd her Eyes, like Heav'nly Lamps that ſhont 
He view'd her Lips, too ſweet to view alone, 

Her taper Fingers, and her panting Breaſt; 


He praiſes all he ſees, and for the reſt Ani 
Believes the Beauties yet unſeen are beſt: 8 
Swift as the Wind, the Damſel fled away, An. 
Nor did for theſe alluring Speeches ſtay Fea 
stay Nymph, he cry'd, 1 follow, not a Foe. Incl 
Thus from the Lyon ttips the trembling Doe; any 


Thus from the Wolf the frighten'd Lamb removes, 
And, from-purſuing Faulcons, fearful Doves; The 
Thou ſhunn'ft a God, and ſhunn'ſt a God, that loves. To 
Ah, leſt ſome Thorn ſhou'd pierce thy tender Foc 
or thou ſhow dſt fall in flying my purſuit ! 
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To ſhaxp uneven Ways thy ſteps decline; 
abate thy Speed, and I will bate of mine. 
et think from whom thou doſt ſo raſhly fly; 
Nor baſely born, nor Shepherd's Swain am 1. 
Perhaps thou know'ſt not my ſuperior State; 
And from that Ignorance procecds thy Hate, 
Me Claros, Delphi, Tenedos obey 3 
Theſe Hands the Patareian Scepter ſway. 
The King of Gods begot me: What ſhall be, 
Or is, or eyer was, in Fate, I ſee. 
Mine is th' invention of the charming Lyre; 
Sweet Notes, and Heav'nly Numbers I inſpire, 
gute is my Bow, unerring is my Part; 
ar) But ah more deadly his, who pierc'd my Heart, 
Med'cine is mine; what Herbs, and Simples grow I 
In Fields, and Forreſts, all their Pow'rs I know; 
And am the great Phyſician call'd, below. 
Alas that Fields and Forreſts can afford 
No Remedies to heal their Love- ſick Lord! 
To cure the pains of Love, no Plant avails: 
And his own Thyſick, the Phyſician fails. 
She heard not half; ſo furiouſly ſhe flies; 
And on her Ear th* imperfect Accent dies. 
Fear gave her Wings and as ſhe fled, the Wind 
Increaſing, ſpread her flowing Hair behind; 
And left her Legs, and Thighs expos'd to view: 
„Wich made the God more eager to purſue. 
The God was young, and was too hotly beat 
To loſe his time in empty Compliment : 
oeh ut led by Love, and fir'd with ſuch a fight, 
{ Impetuouſly purſu'd his near delight, 


— — * - — wa 
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She in her ſpeed does all her ſafety lay; 


'O'er-runs her at the ſitting turn, and licks 


But he more ſwiftly, who was urg'd by Love. 
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As when th' impatient Greyhound ſlipt from far, 
Bounds o'er the Glebe to courſe the fearful Hare, 


And he with double ſpeed purſues the Prey; 


His Chaps in vain, and blows upon the Flix: 
She ſcapes, and for the neighb'ring Covert ſttives,. 
And gaining ſhelter, doubts if yet ſhe lives: 
If little things with great we may compare, 
Such was the God, and ſuch the flying Fair, 
She nxg*d by Feat, her feet did ſwiftly move, 


He gather's ground upon her in the chace: Whe 
Now breaths upon her Hair, with nearer pace; Wre 
And juſt is faſt'ning on the -wiſh'd Embrace. And 
The Nymph grew pale, and in a mortal fright, gecu 


Spent with the labour of ſo long a flight; 

And now deſpairing, caſt a mournful Look 
Upon the Streams of her Paternal Brook : 

Oh help, ſhe cry'd, in this extreameſt need, 

If Water Gods are Deities indeed: | 

Gape Earth, and this unhappy Wretch intomb ; 
Or change my form, -whence all my ſorrows come 
Scarce had ſhe finiſh'd, when her Feet ſhe found 


Benumb'd with cold, and faſten'd to the Ground: 1 
A filmy Rind about her Body grows; WI 
Her Hair to Leaves, her Arms extend to Boughs: Th 
The Nymph is all into a Lawiel gone: Fre 
The ſmoothneſs of her Skin remains alone. Mi 
Yet Phebus loves her ſtill, and caſting round Ar 

Pe: 


Hex Bolc, his Arms, ſome little warmth he found. 


[ 
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he Tree ſtill panted in th* unfiniſh'd part: 
Not wholly vegetive, and heav'd her Heart. 
He fixt his Lips upon the trembling Rind; 
t ſvery'd aſide, and his Embrace declin'd. 
o vhom the God, Becauſe thou canſt not be- 
5 Miſtreſs, I eſpouſe thee for my Tree: 
ze thou the prize of Honour, and Renown ;: 
The deathleſs Poet, and the Poem crown.. 
Thou ſhalt the Roman Feſtivals adorn, | 
And, after Poets, be by victors worn. 
Thou ſhalt returning Cæſar's Triumph grace 
When Pomps ſhall in a long Proceſſion paſs. 


J 
” 


S,. 


Wreath'd' on the Poſts before his Palace wait; 
And be the ſacred Guardian of the Gate. 

Secure from Thunder, and unharm'd by Fove, 
Vafading as th” immortal Pow'rs above: 

And as the locks of Phæbus are unſhorn,. © 

80 ſhall perpetual Green thy Boughs adorn, 

The grateful Tree was pleas'd with what he ſaid: 
And ſhook the ſhady Honours of her Head, 


1 

f | 
1 

; 

1 
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The Transformation of Io into a Heyfer. 


An ancient Foreſt in Theſſalia grows; 

Which Tempe's pleaſing Valley does incloſe: 
Through this the rapid Peneus takes his courſes: 
From Pindus rowling with impetuous force; 
Miſts from the River's mighty fall ariſe; 

And deadly damps incloſe the cloudy Skies : 
| Perpetual Fogs are hanging o'er the Wood; 
; And ant. .of Waters deaf the Neighbourhood. 
E 3 
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Deep, in a Rocky Cave, he makes abode: 

{A Manſion proper for a mourning God.) 

Here he gives Audience; iſſuing out Derrees 

To Rivers, his dependant Deities. 

On this occafion hither they reſort; | 
To pay their homage, and to make their Court. 
All doubtful, whether to. congratulate 

His Daughter's Honour, or lament her Fate. 

__ #fperchaus, crown'd with Poplar, firſt appears; 
Then old Apidanus came crown'd with Years: 
Enipeus turbulent, Amphryſos tame; 

And c/£as laft with lagging Waters came. 
Then, of his Kindred Brooks, a numrous throng 
Condole his loſs ; and bring their Urns along. 
Not one was wanting of the watry Train, 
That fill'd his Flood, or mingled with the Main: 
But Inachus, who in his Cave, alone, 
Wept not another's Loſſes, but his own. 
For his dear Io, whether ſtray' d, or dead, 
To him uncertain, doubtful Tears he ſhed 
He ſought her through the World; but ſought in vain; 
And no where finding, rather fear d her flain. 
Her, juſt returning from her Father's Brook, 
Fove had beheld, with a defiring look: 
And, Oh fair Daughter of the Flood, he ſaid, 
Worthy alone of Fove's Imperial Bed, 
Happy whoever fhall thoſe.Charms'poſleſs; 
The King of Gods (nor is thy Lover leſs) 
Invites thee to yon cooler Shades ; to ſhun 
The ſcorching Rays of the Meridian Sun. 
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Nor ſhalt. thou tempt the dangers of the Grove 
Alone, without a Guide; thy Guide is Fove. 

No puny Pow'r, but he whoſe high Command 

k unconfin'd, who rules the Seas, and Land; - 
And tempers Thunder in his awful hand. 

Oh fly not: For ſhe fled from his Embrace 

Oer Lerna's Paſtures : he purſu d the Chace 

Along the Shades of the Lyrcaan Plain; 

At length the God, who never asks in vain, 
Iavolv'd with Vapours, imitating Night, 


Both Air, and Earth; and then ſuppreſs'd her flight, f 


And mingling Force with Love, enjoy'd the full 
delight. 


| Mean time the jealous Juno, from on high, 


Survey'd the fruitful Fields of Arcady: 
And wonder'd that the Miſt ſhou'd over-run 
The face of Day-light, and obſcure the Sun. 
No Nat'ral Cauſe ſhe found. frem Brooks, or Bogs⸗ 
Or marſhy Lowlands, to produce the Fogs: 
Then round the Skies ſhe ſought for Fupiter , 
Her faithleſs Husband; but no Fove was there: 
SuſpeFing now the worſt, Or I, the ſaid, 
Am much miſtaken, or am much betray'd, 
With fury the precipitates her flight: 
Diſpels'the ſhadows of diſſembled Night; 
And to the Day reſtores his native Light. 
Th' Almighty Leacher, careful to prevent 
The conſequence, foreſeeing her deſcent, 
Transforms his Miſtreſs in a trice; and now 
In Jes place appears a lovely Cow. 
E 4 
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$0 ſleek her Skin, ſo faultleſs was her Make, - 

Ev'n Juno did unwilling pleaſure take , 

To ſee ſo fair a Riyal of her Loye; - 
0 


And what ſhe was, and whence, enquird of Je 


Of what fair Herd, and from what Pedigree? _— 
The God, half caught, was forc'd upon a lye: -_ 
And ſaid ſhe ſprung from Earth. She took the word, : 
And begg'd the beauteous Heyfer of her Lord. ag 
What ſhould he do? *twas equal ſhame to Jove - 
Or to relinquiſh, or betray his Love: _ 
Yet to refuſe ſo flight a Gift, wou'd be #29 
But more t' increaſe his Conſort's Jealouſie: 1 
Thus fear, and love, by turns, his heart aſſail'd: He 
And ſtronger love had ſure, at length, prevail: by 
But ſome faint hope remain'd, his jealous Queen ne 
Had not the Miſtreſs through the Heyfer ſeen. be 
The cautious Goddeſs, of her Gift poſſeſt, E. 
Yet harbour d anxious thoughts within: her Breaft; WF , 


As ſhe who knew the falſhood of her Fove 
And juſtly fear'd ſome new relapſe of Love. 
Which to prevent, and to ſecure her care, 
To truſty Argus ſhe commits the fair. 

The head of Argus (as with Stars the Skies) 
Was compaſs'd round, and wore an huudred Eyes. 
But two by turns their Lips in Slumber ſteep ; 


The reſt on duty ſtill their ſtation keep; 
Nor cou d. the total Conſtellation ſleep. 
Thus, ever preſent, to his Eyes, and Mind, 
His Charge was {till before him, tho' behind. 
In Fields he ſuffer'd her to feed by Day, 

But when the ſetting Sun to Night gave way, 


— 
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The Captive Cow he ſummon'd with a call; 

And drove her back, and ty'd her to the Stall. 

on Leaves of Trees, and bitter Herbs ſhe fed, 
Heav'n was her Canopy, bare Earth her Bed: 

So hardly lodg'd, and to digeft hex Food, 

She drank from troubled Streams, defil'd with Mud. 
Her woeful Story fain ſne wou'd have told, 


with hands upheld, but had no hands to hold. 


Her Head to her ungentle Keeper bow'd, 
She ſtrove to ſpeak, ſhe ſpoke not, but ſhe low'd: 
Affrighted with the Noiſe, ſhe look'd around, 

And ſeem'd t'inquire the Author of the Sound. 
Once on the Banks where often ſhe had play'd, 
(Her Father's Banks) the came, and there ſurvey'd: 

Her alter d Viſage, and her branching Head; 


And farting, from her ſelf ſhe wou'd have fled. 


Her fellow Nymphs, familiar to her Eyes, 


| Beheld, but knew her not in this diſguiſe. . 


Ev'n Inachus himſelf was ignorant; 

And in bis Daughter, did his Daughter want. 

She follow'd where her Fellows went, as ſhe. 
Were ſtill a Partner of the Company: 

They ſtroak her Neck, the gentle Heyfer ſtands, 


| And her Neck offers to their-ſtroaking Hands. 


And lick'd his Palms, and caſt a piteous Look; 


Her Father gave her Graſs ; the Graſs ſhe took; 8 


And in the language of her Eyes, ſhe ſpoke. 
She wou'd have: told her Name, and ask'd relief, 


But wanting Words, in Tears the tells her Grief; 


Which, with her Eoot. he. makes him underſtand 3 
And. prints the name of Je in the Sand. 
= = O69 
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Ah wretched me, her mournful Father cry'd, 
She, with a ſigh, to wretched me reply'd; 
About her Milk white Neck, his Arms he threy; 
And wept, and then thefe tender Words enſue. 
And art thou ſhe, whom 1 have ſought around 
The World, and have at length fo fadly found? 
So found is worſe than loſt > with mutual Words 
Thou anſwer'ſt not, no Voice thy Tongue affords: 
Eut Sighs are deeply drawn from out thy Breaſt; 
And Speech deny'd, by Lowing is expreſs'd. 
Unkrowing I, prepar d thy Bridal Bed; 
With empty hopes of happy Iſſue fed. 
But now the Husband of a Herd muſt be 
? Thy Mate, and bell'wing Sons thy Progeny. 


TEES Oh; were I mortal, Death might biing relief: 
But now my Godhead but extends my Grief; 


Frolongs my. Woes, of which no end 1 ſee, 
And makes me curſe my Immortality! 
More had he (aid, but fearful of her ſtay, 
The Starry Guardian drove his Charge away, 
To ſome freſh Paſture; on a hilly height 

He late himſelf, and kept her ſtill in ſight, 
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Peacock's Train. 


Now Fove no Lena aaj's her ſuff rings beat; 
But call'd in haſte his airy Meſſenger, 

The Son of Maia, with ſeyere decree 

To kill the Keeper, and to ſet her free. 
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With all his Harneſs ſoon the God was ſped, 
His flying Hat was faſtned on his Head, 
Wings on his Heels were hung, and in his Hand 
He holds the Vertue of the Snaky Wand. 
The liquid Air his moving Pinions wound, 
And, in the moment, ſhoot him on the Ground. 
| Before he came in ſight, the crafty God 
His Wings diſmiſs'd, but Rill retain'd bis Rod: 
That Sleep-procuring, Wand wiſe Hermes took, 
But made it ſeem to ſight a Shepherd's Hook. 
With this, he did a Herd of Goats controulz; — 
Which by the way he. met, and ſlily ſtole. 
Clad like a Country Swain, he Pip'd, and Sung; 
And playing drove his jolly Troop along. 

With pleaſure, Argus the Muſician heeds ; 
But wonders much at thoſe new vocal Reeds. 
And whoſoc'er thou art, my Eriend, faid he, F 
Up hither drive thy Goats, and play by me: 8 
This Hill has Browz for them, and Shade for thee. 
The God, who was with eaſe induc'd to climb, 
Began Diſcourſe to paſs away the time; 
And till betwiat, his Tuneful Pipe he plies; 
And watch'd his Hour, to cloſe the Keeper's Eyes. 
With much ado, he partly kept awake; | 
Not ſuff ring all his Eyes, Repoſe to take: 
And ask'd the Stranger, Who did Reeds invent, 
And whence began ſo. rare an Iaſtzumem) 
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The Transformation of SYRINX into Need. 


Then Hermes thus; A Nymph of late there wa 
Whoſe Heay'nly Form her Fellows did ſurpaſs, 
The Pride and Joy of fair Areagie's Plains, 
Beloy'd by Deities, ador'd by Swains : 

Syrinx her Name, by Sylvans oft purſu'd, 

As oft ſhe did the Luſtful Gods delude- 

The Rural, and the Woodland Pow'ts diſdain'd; 
With Cynthia hunted, and her Rites maintain'd: 
Like Phebe clad, even Phæbe's ſelf ſhe ſeems, 

So Tall, ſo Streight, ſuch well-proportion'd Limbs: 
The niceſt Eye did no diſtinction know, 

But that the Goddeſs bore a Golden Bow, 

Diſtinguich'd thus, the Sight he-cheated too, 
Deſcending from Lyceus, Pan admires 

The matchleſs Nymph, and burns with new Defes, 

A Crown of Pine upon his Head he wore; * 
And. thus began her Pity to implore. 

But eber he thus began, the took her flight 

So ſwift, ſhe was already out of ſight, 

Nor ſtay'd to hear the Courtſhip of the God; 

But bent her courſe to Ladon's gentle Flood: 

There by the River ftopt, and tir'd before; 

Relief from Water Nymphs her Pray'rs implore. 

Now while the Luſtful God, with ſpeedy pace, + 
Juſt thought to ſtrain her in a ſtrict Embrace, 

He fill'd his Arms with Reeds, new riſing on the 
place, ; | 
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And while he ſighs, his ill ſueceſs to find, 
The tender Canes were ſhaken by the Wind; 
And breath'd a mournful Air, unheard before; 
rat much ſurprizing Pan, yet pleas'd him more. 
Admiring this new Muſick, Thou, he ſaid, 
who canſt not be the Partner of my Bed, 
| At leaſt halt be the Conſort of my Mind: 
And. often, often to my Lips be joyn'd. 
He form'd the Reeds, proportion'd as they are, 
Unequal in their length, and wax'd with Care, 6 
They ſtill retain the Name of his Ungrateful Fair. * 
While Hermes pip'd, and ſung, and told his Tale, 
The Keeper's winking Eyes began to fail, 
And drowſie Slumber on the Lids to creep 
) Till all the Watchman was at length aſleep. 
Then foon the God his Voice, and Song ſuppreſt; 
And with his pow ful Rod confirm'd his Reſt: 
„ without delay his crooked Faulchion drew, 
| And at one fatal ſtroke the Keeper flew. 
Down from the Rock fell the diſſever d Head, 
Opening its Eyes in Death; and falling, bled; 
And mark'd the paſſage with a Crimſon trail: 
Thus Argus lies in pieces, cold, and pale; 
And all his hundred Eyes, with all their light, 
Are clos'd at once, in one perpetual Night. 
Theſe Juno takes, that they no more may fail, 
And ſpreads them in her Peacock's gaudy Tail. 
Impatient to revenge her injur'd Bed, 
She wreaks her Anger on her Rival's head; 
Wich Furies frights her from her Native Home; 
And drives her gadding, round the World to roam 
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Nor ceas'd her Madneſs, and her Flight, before 
She touch'd the limits of the Pharian Shore. 
At length, arriving on the Banks of Nile, 
' Weary'd with length of ways, and worn with toil, 
She laid her down; and leaning on her Knees, 
 Invok'd the Caufe of all her Miſeries: 


And caſt hey'languiſhing regards above, 


For help from Heavin, and her ungrateful Fove, 
he figh'd, ſhe wept, ſhe low'd, *twas all the coud; 
And with Unkindneſs ſeem' d to tax the God. 
L aſt, with an humble Pray' r, ſhe beg'd Repoſe, 
Or Death at leaſt, to finiſh all her Woes, 

Fove heard her Vows, and with a flatt'ring look, 
In her behalf, to jealous Juno ſpoke. * 

He caſt his Arms about her Neck, and ſaid, 
Dame, reſt ſecure; no more thy Nuptial Bed 
This Nymph ſhall violate; by Styx I ſwear, 
And every Oath that binds the Thunderer. 

The Goddeſs was appeas' d; and at the word 

Was 1 to her former Shape reſtor d. 

The rugged Hair began to fall away; 

The ſweetneſs: of her Eyes did only ſtay, 
Tho' not ſo large: her crooked Horns decreaſe; 
The Wideneſs of her Jaws and Noſtrils ceaſe: 
Her Hoofs to Hands return, in little ſpace: 
The five long taper Fingers take their place. 
And nothing of the Heyfer now is ſeen, | 
Beſide the native whiteneſs of the Skin, 

Erected on her Feet ſhe walks again; 

And Two the duty of the Fous ſuſtain, 
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She tries her Tongue; her Silenes foftly breaks, 

And fears her former Lowings when the ſpeaks - 

4 Goddefs now, through! all th Ag yptian State: 

And ſerv'd by Prieſts, ho in white Linnen wait. 
Her Sen was Epaphus, at length believ' d 

The Son of Jove, and as a God receiv'd; 

Wich Sactifice ador' d, and pubhick Pray 18, 

He common” Temples wirh his Mether ſhares. . 

Equal in Tea rs, and Rival in Renown 

With Epaphus, the youthful Phacton C 

Like Honour claims; and boaſts his Sire the Sun. 

His haughty Looks, and his aſſuming Air, 

The Son of I/ cou'd no longes bear: 

Thou tak'ſt thy Mother's word too far, ſaid he, 

And haſt uſurp'd thy boaſted Pedigree. 

Go, baſe Pretender to a borxow'd Name. 

Thus tax'd, he bluſh'd with Anger, andwith Shame; 

But Shame ꝛepteſs d his Rage: The daunted Youth 

Soon ſeeks his Mother, and enquires the truth : 

Mother, ſaid he, this Inf amy was thrown 

By Epaphus on you, and me your Son. 

He ſpoke in publick, told it to my Face; 

Nor duiſt L vindicate the dire Diſgrace: 

Even I, the bold, the ſenſible of Wrong, 

Reſtrain'd by Shame, was forc'd to hold my Tongue 

To hear an open Slander, is a Curſe : 

But not to find an Anſwer, is a worſe. 

If lam Heavy n-begor, aſſert your Son 

By ſome. ſuxe Sign; and make my Father 8 

To right. my Honour, and redeem your Own. 
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He ſaid, and ſaying caſt his Arms about. 
Her Neck, and beg'd her to reſolve the Doubt. 

*Tis hard to judge if Clymen# were moy'd 

More by his Pray r, whom ſhe ſo deatly lov'd; 
Or more with Fury fir'd, to find her Name 
Traduc'd, and made the ſport of common Fame. 
She ſtretch'd her Arms to Heav'n, and fix'd her Eyes 
On that fair Planet, that adorns the Skies; 

Now by thoſe: Beams, ſaid ſhe, whoſe holy Fires 
Conſume my Breaſt, and kindle my Deſires; 

By him, who ſees us both, and chears our ſight, 
By him the publick Miniſter of Light, 

1 ſwear that Sun begot thee; if I lye, 

Let him his chearful Influence deny: 

Let him no more this perjur d Creature ſee; 

And ſhine on all the World, but only me. 

If ill you doubt your Mother's Innocence, 

His Eaſtern Manſion is not far from hence; 

With little pains you to his Leve go, 

And from himſelf your Parent age may know. 

With joy th* ambitious Youth. his Mother heard, 

And eager, for the Journey ſoon prepat'd. 

He longs the World beneath him to ſuryey 

To guide the Chariot; and to give the Day. 

Exom Meroe's burning Sands he bends his Courſe, 

Nor leſs in India feels his Father's force: 

His Travel urging, till he came in fight ;. 

And ſaw the Palace by the Purple Light. 


The End. of the Firſt Bool. 
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The Matter vied not with the Sculptor s Though, 
For in the Portal was diſplay d on hight?e” 
(the Work of Vulcan) -a ſictitious Sky; #435 
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A waving Sea th' inferiour Earth embrac'd, 
And Gods and Goddeſſes the Waters grac'd. 
Ageon here a mighty Whale beftrode; 
Triton, and Proteus (the deceiving God) 
With Doris here were cary'd, and all her Train, 
Some looſely ſwimming in the figur d Main, 
While ſome on Rocks their dropping Hair divide, 
And ſome on Fiſhes through the Waters glide: 
Tho' various Features did the Siſters grace, 
A Siſter's Likneſs was in ev*ry Face. 
On Earth a diff*rent Landskip courts the Eyes, 
Men, Towns, and Beaſts in diſtant Proſpe&s riſe, 
And Nymphs, and Streams, and 3 4 rural 
: . Deities. 
O'er all, the Heav'ns refulgent Image ſhines; | 
On either Gate were fix engtaven Signs. 
Here Phaeton, ſtill gaining on th' Aſcent, 
To his ſuſpe&ed Father's Palace went, : 
Till prefling forward through the bright Abode, 
He ſaw at Diſtance the illuſtrious. God: 
He ſaw at Diſtance, or the dazling Light 
Had flaſh'd roo ſtrongly on his aking Sight. 
The God ſits high, exalted on a Throne 
Of blazing. Gems, with Purple Garments on; 
The Hours, in order rang'd on either Hand, 
And Days, and. Months, and Tears, and Ages ſtand, 
Here Spring appears with. flow'ry Chaplets bound; 
Here Summer in her wheatep Garland crown'd 
Here Autumn the rich trodden Grapes beſmeat 3 
And hoary Winter ſhivers in the Reer. 
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Phœbus beheld the Youth from off his Throne; 
That Eye, which looks on All, was fix'din One. 
He ſaw the Boy's Confuſion in his Face, 

Surpriz'd at all the Wonders'of the Place; 

And cries aloud, ©. What wants my Son? for know 
« My Son thou art, and I muſt call thee ſo. 

« Light of the World, the trembling Youth replies, 
© 1lluſtcious Parent! ſince you don't deſpiſe | 
«© The Parent's Name, ſome certain Token give, 0 
| « That I may ch mend's proud Boaſt believe, 

« Nor longer under falſe Reproaches grieve. 

The tender Sire was touch'd with what he ſaid, 
And flung the Blaze of Glories from his Head, 
| And bid the Youth advance: © My Son, ſaid he, | 
Come to thy Father's Arms! for Clymene 
* Has told thee true; a Parent's Name I own, 

% And deem thee worthy to be call'd my Son. 

« as aſureProof, make ſome Requeſt, and I, 

« Whate'er it be, with that Requeſt comply; 

« By Styx I ſwear, whoſe Waves are hid in Night, 

« And roul impervious to My piercing Sight. 
The Youth tranſported, asks, without Delay, 
To guide the Sun's bright Chariot for a Day. 

| The God repented of the Oath he took, 

For Anguiſh thrice his radiant Head he ſhook; 

„My Son, ſays he, ſome other Proof require, 

e Raſh was my Promiſe, raſh is thy Deſire. 

epd fain deny this Wiſh, which thou haſt made, 

| © Or, what 1 can't deny, :wou'd fain diſſwade. 

„Too vaſt and hazardous the Task appears, 

Nor ſuited to thy Strength, nor to thy Yeats, 


* 


* Thy Lot is Mortal, but thy Wiſhes fly 

© Beyond the Province of Mortality: 

&© There is not one of all the Gods that dares 
© (However skill'd in other great Affairs) 

„ To mount the burning Axle - tree, but 1; 

* Not Jove himſelf, the Ruler of the Sky, 
That hurles the three-fork*'d Thunder from above, 
« Dares try his Strength; yet who ſo ſtrong as Fove ? 
« The Steeds climb up the firſt Aſcent with Pain, 
« And when the middle Firmament they gain, 

« If downward from the Heav'ns my Head I boy, 
c And ſee the Earth and Ocean hang below, 

« Ev'n J am ſeiz'd with Horror and Affright, 
And my own Heart miſgives me at the Sight, 
A mighty Downfal ſteeps the Ev'ning Stage, 
And ſteddy Reins muit curb the Horſes R age, 
& Tethys her ſelf has fear'd to ſee me driy'n 
Down headlong from the Precipice of Heay'n, 
Beſides, conſider what impetuous Force 

« Turns Stars and Planets in a diff*rent Courſe. 
© 1] ſteer againſt their Motions; nor am I 
Born back by all the Current of the Sky. 

« gut how cou'd you reſiſt the Orbs that roul 
« In adverſe Whirls, and ſtem the rapid Pole? 
% But you perhaps may hope for pleaſing Woods, 
« And ſtately Domes, and Cities fill'd with Gods; 
While through a thouſand Snares your Progreſs lies, 


% Where Forms of ſtarry Monſters ſtock the Skies: 


«*: Fox, ſhou'd you hit the doubtful Way aright, 
The Bull with ſtooping Horns ſtands oppolite; 
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| « The mettled Steeds, when from their Noſtril 


A Golden Axle did the Work uphold, | 7 
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ee Next him the bright Hemonian Bow is ſtrong, 

« And next, the Lion's grinning Viſage hung: 

« The Scorpion's Claws, here claſp a wide Extent, 
« And here the Crab's in leſſer Claſps are bent, 

© Not wou'd you find it eaſie to compoſe 


flows 
« The ſcorching Fire, that in their Entrails glows' 
« Ey'n I their head-ſtrong Fury ſcarce reſtrain, 
« When they grow warm and reſtif to the Rein, 
« Let not my Son a fatal Gift require, 
« But, O! in time, recall your raſh Deſire; 
« You ask a Gift that may your Parent tell, 
« Let theſe my Fears your Parentage reveal; 


„ And learn a Father from a Father's Care: 3 
tg Look on my Face; or if my Heart lay bare, 


* Cou'd you but look, you'd read the Father there 


© Chuſe out a Gift from Seas, or Earth, or Skies, 


For open to your Wiſh all Nature lies, 

* Only decline this one unequal Task, 

“ For *tis a, Miſchief, not a Gift you ask. 

« You ask a real Miſchief, Phaeton: 

* Nay: hang not thus about my Neck, my Son: 

« 1 grant your Wiſh, and Styx has heard my Voice, 

„ Chuſe what you will, but make a wiſer Choice. 
Thus did the God th* unwary Youth adviſe; 

But he ſtill longs to travel through the Skies. 

When the fond Father (for in vain he pleads) 

At length to the V#lcanian Chariot leads. 


Gold was the Beam, the Wheels were otb*d with Gold. 


The Seat with party-colour'd Gems was bright; 
«Apollo ſhin'd amid the Glare of Light. 
The Youth with ſecret Joy the Work ſurveys, 


When now the Morn difclos'd her purple Rays; 


The Stars were fled; for Lucifer had chaſe't 
The Stars away, and fled himſelf at laſt. 
Soon as the Father ſaw the roſy Morn, 
And the Moon ſhining with a blunter Horn, 
He bid the nimble Hewrs, without Delay, 


Bring forth the Steeds ; the nimble Hours obey : 


From their full Racks the gen'rous Steeds retire, 

Dropping ambroſial Foams, and ſnorting Fire. 

Still anxious for his Son, the God of Day, 

To make him Proof againſt the burning Ray, 

His Temples with Celeſtial Ointment wet, 

Of ſov'raign Virtue to repel the Heat; 

Then fix'd the beamy Circle on his Head, 

And fetch'd a deep foreboding Sigh, and ſaid, 
« Take this at leaſt, this laſt Advice, my Son, 

Keep a ſtiff Rein, and move but gen:ly on: 

« The Courſers of themſelves will run too faſt, 

' & Your Art muſt be to Moderate their Haſte. 

« Drive em not on Directly through the Skies, 

« But where the Zodiac's Winding Circle lies, 

« Along the midmoſt Zone; but ſally forth 

« Nor to the diſtant South, nor ftormy North. 

« The tlorſes Hoofs a beaten Track will ſhow, 

e But neither mount too high, nor fink too low. 

„ That no new Fires, or Heay'n, or Earth infeſt ; 

« Keep the mid Way, the middle Way is beſt, 


66 Not, 
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The Spokes in Rows of Silver pleas'd the Sight, 
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« Nor, where in radiant Folds the Serpent twines, 

© Dire& your Courſe, nor where the Altar ſhines. 

+ Shun both Extreams 3 the reſt let Fortune guide, 

„And better for thee than thy ſelf provide! 

« See, while 1 ſpeak, the Shades diſperſe away, 

« Aurora gives the Promiſe of a Day; ; 

Pm call d, nor can I make a longer Stay, 

« Snatch up the Reins; or ſtill th* Atterhpt forſake, 

« And not my Chariot, but my Counſel take, 
While yet ſecurely on the Earth you ſtand; 

« Nor touch the Horſes with too raſh a Hand. 

„Let Me alone to light the World, while You 

Enjoy thoſe Beams which you may ſafely view, 

He ſpoke in vain; the Youth with active Heat 

And ſprightly Vigour vaults into the Seat; 

And joys to hold the Reins, and fondly gives 

Thoſe Thanks his Father with Remorſe receives. 
Mean while the reſtleſs Horſes neigh'd aloud, 

Breathing out Fire, and pawing where they ſtood. 

Tethys, not knowing what had paſt, gave way, 

And all the Waſte of Heav'n before 'em lay. 

They ſpring together out, and ſwiftly bear 

The flying Youth through Clouds and yielding Air; 

With wingy Speed outſtrip the Eaſtern Wind, 

And leave the Breezes of the Morn behind. 

The Youth was light, nor cou'd he fill the Seat, 

Or poiſe the Chariot with its wonted Weight: 

But as at Sea th* unballaſs'd Veſſel rides, 

Caſt to and fro, the Sport of Winds and Tides ; 

so in the bounding Chariot toſs'd on high, 


The Youth is wy headlong through the Sky. 
Vol. I. F 
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Soon as the Steeds perceive it, they forſake 
Their ſtated Courſe, and leave the beaten Track, 
The Youth was in a Maze, nor did he know 
Which way to turn the Reins, or where to go; 
Nor wou'd the Horſes, had he known, obey, 
Then the Sev'n Stars firſt felt Apollo's Ray, 


And wift'd to dip in the forbidden Sea, 


The folded Serpent next the frozen Pole, 
Stiff. and benum'd before, began to rowle, 
And rag'd with inward Heat, and threaten'd War, 


And fot a redder Light from ev'ry Star; 


Nay, and *tis ſaid Bootes too, that fain 
Thou wou'd'ſt have fled, tho* cumber'd with thy Watt 
Th' unhappy Youth then, bending down his Head, 


Saw Earth and Ocean far beneath him ſpread. 


His Colour chang'd, he ftartled at the Sight, 

And his Eyes Darken'd by too great « Light, 

Now cou' d he wiſh the fiery Steeds untiy'd, 

His Birth obſcure, and his Requeſt deny'd: 

Now wou'd he Merops for his Father own, 

And quit his boaſted Kindred to the Sun. 

| So fares the Pilot, when his Ship is toſt 

In troubled Seas, and all its Steerage loſt, 

He gives her to the Winds, and in Deſpair 

Seeks his laſt Refuge in the Gods and Pray'r.? 
What cou'd he do? his Eyes, if backward call, 

Find a long Path he had already paſt; : 

If forward, ſtill a longer Path they find: 

Both he compares, and meaſures in his Mind; 

And ſometimes caſts an Eye upon the Eaſt, 

And ſometimes looks on the forbidden Weſt. 


** 
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rhe Horſes Names he knew not in the Fright, 


or wou'd he looſe the Reins, nor cou'd he hold 
'em right. 


ad monſtrous Shadows of er rh Size, 


| Now all the Horrors of the Heay'ns he ſpies, 5 


Frhat, deck d with Stars, lye ſcatter d o' er the Skies. 


here is a Place above, where Scorpio bent | 

In Tail and Arms ſuttounds a vaſt Extent; © 

in a wide Circuit of the Heav'ns he ſhines, 

And fills the Space of Two Ccleſtial Signs. 

soon as the Youth beheld him vex'd with Hem 
Brandiſh his Sting, and in his Poiſon ſweat, 


THalf dead with ſudden Fear he dropt the Reins; 


The Hotſes felt em looſe upon their Mains, 
And, flying out through all the Plains above, 
Nan uncontroul*d where-e er their Fury drove; 
Rund on the Stars, and through a pathleſs way 
Of unknown Regions hurry'd on the Day, 
And now above, and now below they flew, - 
And near the Eatth the burning Chariot drew, 
The Clouds diſperſe in Fumes, the wond'ring Moon 
| Beholds her Brother's Steeds beneath her own ; > 
The Highlands ſmoak, cleft by the piercing Rays, 
Or, clad with Woods, in their own Fewel blaze, 
Next 0'et the Plains, where ripen'd Harveſts grow, 
The running Conflagration ſpreads Below. 
But theſe are trivial Ills : whole Cities burn, 
And peopled Kingdoms into Aſhes tuin. 
The Mountains kindle as the Car draws nezr, 
Athes and Teles red with Fires appear; 
Fa 


tf 
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Otagrian Haemus (then a ſingle. Name) 

And Virgin Helicon. increaſe the Flame; 

Taurus and Oets glare amid the Sky, 

And Ida, ſpight of all her Fountains, Dry, 

_ Eryx, and Othrys, and Citheron, glow, 

And Rbodope, no longer cloath'd in Snow; 
High Pindus, Mimas, and Parnaſſus, ſweat, 

And /£tna trages. with redoubled Heat. 


Bao! 


Corint 


Thre 

Ev'n Scytbia, through her hoary Regions warm'd, dor 
In vain with all her native Froſt was arm'd. The 
. Cover'd with Flames, the tow'ring Appennine, In t 
And Caucaſus, and proud Olympus, ſhine; In 1 
And, where the long-extended Alpes aſpire, "we 
"Now ſtands a huge continu'd Range of Fire. Thi 
Th aftoniſht Youth, where- e' er his Eyes cou'd tur, Th 
Beheld the Univerſe around him burn: Th 
The World was in a Blaze; nox cou'd he bear co 
The ſultry Vapours and the ſcorching Air, Hi: 
Which from below, as from a Furnace, flow'd; An 
And now the Axle-tree beneath him glow'd: Ne 


Loft in the whirling Clouds, that round himbroke, y. 
And white with Aſhes, hov'ring in the Smoke, 
He flew where- e er the Hotſes drove, nor knew 7 
- Whither the Horſes drove, or where he flew. 
*Twas then, they ſay, the ſwarthy Aſoor begun 
To change his Hue, and Blacken in the Sun. 
Then Libya firſt, of all her Moiſture drain'd, 
Became a barren Waſte, a Wild of Sand. 

The Water-Nymphs lament their empty Urns, 
Baetia, robb'd of Silver Dirce, mourns, 
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Corinth Pyrene's waſted Spring bewails, 
Und Argos grieves whilſt Amymone fails, 
The Floods are drain'd from ev'ry diſtant Coaſt, h 
Ev'n Tanais, tho? fix'd | in Ice, was loſt, 
Enrag'd Caicus and Lycormas roar, | 
And Xanthus, fated to be burnt once more. 
The fam'd Meander, that unweary'd trays 
Through mazy Windings, ſmoaks in ev'ry Maze. 
From his loy'd Babylon Euphrates flies; 
The big-ſwoln Ganges and the Danube tiſe 
Ia thick'ning Fumes, and darken half the Skies. 
In Flames 1ſmenos and the Phaſis roul'd, 
And Tagus floating in his melted Gold. 
The Swans, that on Cayſter often try'd 
Their tuneful Songs, now ſung their laſt and dy'd. 
| The frighted Nile ran off, and under Ground 
| Conceal'd his Head, nor can it yet be found: 
His ſey'n divided Currents all are dry, 
And where they rowl'd, ſev'n Gaping Trenches lye: 
No more the Wine or Wone their Courſe maintain, 
Nor Tiber, of his promis'd Empire vain. | 
The Ground, deep-cleft, admits the dazling Ray, 
| And ſtartles Pluto with the Flaſh of Day. 
| The Seas ſhrink in, and to the Sight diſcloſe 
Wide naked Plains, where once their Billows roſe ; 
Their Rocks are all diſcoyer'd, and increaſe 
The Number of the ſcatter'd Cyclades. 
The Fiſh in Sholes about the Bottom creep, 
Nor longer dares the crooked Dolphin leap - 
| Gaſping for Breath, th' unſhapen Phocæ die, 
And on the boiling Wave extended ye. 

F 3' 
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Nereus, and Doris with her Virgin Train, 


Seek out the laſt Receſſes of the Main; see 

Beneath unfathomable Depths they faint, Sh. 

E And ſecret in theit gloomy Caverns pant. « De 
Stern Neptune thrice above the Waves upheld 4 

His Face, and thrice was by the Flames repell's, A. 

The Earth at length, on ey'ry Side embrac'd "if 


With ſcalding Seas, that floated round her Waſte, . 4 
When now the felt the Springs and Rivers come, WI" 4 


And crowd within the Hollow of her Womb, * 
' Up: lifted to the fieav'ns her blaſted Head, She 
And clapt her Hand upon her Brows, and ſaid; Dov 
(But firſt, impatient of the ſultry Heat, Fe 
Sunk deeper down, and ſought a cooler Seat ) Ane 
« If you, great King of Gods, my Death approre, [Thi 
« And 1 deſerve it, let me die by Jove; 01 
* If 1 muſt periſh by the Force of Fire, = Kg 
Let me tranfix'd with Thunderbolts expire, Fre 
* See, whilſt I ſpeak, my Breath the vapours choak, Fre 
(For now her Face lay wrapt in Clouds of Smoab) Bu 
c See my linge'd. Hair, behold: my faded Eye, 4 


« And wither'd Face, wheze Heaps of Cindets ye. 


« And does the Plow for This my Body teat? n 
« This the Reward for all the Fru'ts 1 bear, | 
*©« Tortur'd with Rakes, and harraſs'd 211 the Year! 5 
« That Herbs for Cattle daily I renew, S 
And Feod for Man, and Frankivcenſe for You! : 
But grant Me guilty; what has Neptune done! K 


« Why are his Waters boiling in the Sun? 
«The wavy Empire, which by Lot was giv'n, 
«Why does it waſte, and further ſhrink from Mean! 
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if I nor He your Pity can provoke, 
See your own Heav'ns, the Heav'ns begin to ſmoke ! 


« DeſtruRion ſeizes on the Heav'ns and Gods; 
Atlas becomes unequal to his Freight, 
« And almoſt faints beneath the glowing Weight. 
"If Heav'n, and Earth, and Sea, together burn, 
„u muſt again into their Chaos turn. 
„(Apply ſome ſpeedy Cure, prevent our Fate, 

And ſuccour Nature, e er it be too late. 

de ceas d, for choak'd with Vapours round her ſpread, 

Down to the deepeſt Shades ſhe ſunk her Head. 

fove call'd to witneſs ev'ry Pow's above, 

And ev'n the God, whoſe Son the Chariot drove, 
% That what he acts he is compell'd to do, 

Ot univerſal Ruin muſt enſue. 
Vit he aſcends the high Atherial Throne, 

From whence he us*d to dart his Thunder down, 
„nom whence his Show'rs and Storms he us'd to pour, 


But now cou'd meet with neither Storm nor Show'r. 


Then, aiming at the Youth, with lifted Hand, 
Full at his Head he hurl'd the forky Frand, 
In dreadful Thund'rings. Thus th' Almighty Sire 
„ ppreſs'd the Raging of the Fires with Fire. 
| At once from Life and from the Shariot driv'n, 


Th” ambitious Boy fell Thunder-ſtruck from Heav'n. 


The Horſes ſtarted with a ſudden Bound, -- 
1 flung the Reins and Chariot to the Ground: 


e ſtudded Harneſs from their Necks they broke, 


ere fell a Wheel, and here a Silver Spoke, 
F +. 


'Shou'd once the Sparkles catch thoſe bright Abodess 
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Here were the Beam and Axle torn away; 

And, ſcatter'd o'erthe Earth, the ſhining Fragment 
The Breathleſs Phaeton, with flaming Hair, (la 
Shot from the Chariot, like a falling Star, 
That in a Summer's Ev'ning from the Top 

Of Heav'n drops down, or ſeems at leaſt to drop; 


Till on the Po his Blaſted Corps was hurl'd, 0 
Far from his Country, in the Weſtern World. 2 F 
4 2 | 12 | And 
PHAETON's S iſters transformed into Trees. All 
The Latian Nymphs came round him, and amar'l * 
On the dead Youth, transfix'd with Thunder, gaz d; 90 
And, whilft yet ſmoaking from the Bolt he lay, Wi 


His ſhatter'd Body to a Tomb convey, | 
And o'er the Tomb an Epitaph deviſe: bg 
&© ,Here He who diove the Sun's bright Chariot lies; 
lis Father's fiery Steeds he cou'd not guide, 
« But in the glorious Enterprize he dy'd. 5 * 


. f W 

Apollo hid his Face, and pin'd for Grief, 4 

And, if the Story may deſerye Belief, " 
The Space of One whole Day is ſaid to run, 

| i ; A 

From Morn to wonted Ev'n, without a Sun: 6 

The burning Ruins, with a fainter Ray, | 

* i Bl 

Supply the Sun, and counterfeit a Day, * 

A Day, that ſtill did Nature's Face diſcloſe: 1 
This Comfort from the mighty Miſchief roſe. 

* F 

But Clymene, enrag'd with Grief, laments, , 

And as her Grief inſpires, ker Paſſion vents: : 

Wild for her Son, and frantick in her Woes, | 

; 


With Hair diſhevel'd round the World the goes, 
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To ſeek where'er his Body might be caſt; 

Till, on the Borders of the Po, at laſt 

The Name infcrib'd on the new Tomb appears. 
The dear dear Name ſhe bathes in flowing Teats, | 
Hangs o'er the Tomb, unable to depart, | 
And hugs the Marble to her throbbing Heart. 

Her Daughters too lament, and figh, and mourn, 
(a fruitleſs Tribute to their Brother's Urn) 4 
And beat their naked Boſoms, and complain, 

And call aloud for Phaeton in xain: 

All the long Night their mournful Watch they keep, 
And all the Day ſtand round the Tomb and weep. 
Four times, revolving, the full Moon return'd; 

So long the Mother and the Daughters mourn'd: 

When now the Eldeſt, Phaethuſa, ſtrove 
Jo reſt her weary Limbs, but cou'd not move; 
Lampetia wou'd have help'd her, but the found} 

Her ſelf with-held, and rooted to the Ground: 

4 Third in wild Affliction, as ſhe grieves, - 

Wou'd rend her Hair, but fills her Hand with Leaves; 

One ſees her Thighs transform'd, Another views“ 

Her Arms ſhot out, and branching into Boughs-. 

And now their Legs, and Breaſts, and Bodies ſtood 

Cruſted with Bark, and hard'ning into Wood ; 

But ſtill Above were Female Reads-diſplay*d,' 

| And Mouths, that call'd the Mother to their Aid. 
What cou'd, alas! the weeping Mother do: 

From this to that with eager Haſte ſhe flew, 5 

And kiſs'd her Sprouting Daughters as they grew. 

She tear's the Bark that to each Body cleaves, ' 

Aud from their verdant Fingers ſtrips the Leaves: 
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The Blood came trickling, where ſhe tore away 
The Leaves and Bark: The Maids were heard to (ay, 
« Fotbear, miſtaken Parent, Oh! forbear; 

c A wounded Daughter in each Tree you tear; 

« Farewell for ever.” Here the Bark encreas'd, 
Clos'd on their Faces, and their Words ſuppreſs, 
The new made Trees in Tears of Amber run, 

Which, harden'd into Value by the Sun, 

Diſtill for ever on the Streams below: 

The limpid Streams. their radiant Treaſure how, 

Mixt in the Sand; whence the rich Drops conyey'd 
Shine in the Dreſs of the bright Latian Maid, 


The Transformation of CYCNUS into 8 Sway 


cyenus beheld the Nympbs transform'd, ally'd 
To their dead Brothex on. the Mortal Side, 
In FriendGip and Affection nearer bound; 

ze left the Cities and the Realms he own'd, 
Thro' pathleſs Fields and lonely Shores to range, 
And Woods, made Thicker by the Siſters Change. 
Whilſt here, within the diſmal Gloom, alone, 
The melancholy Monarch made his Moan, 
His Voice was leſſen'd, as he tiy'd to ſpeak, 
And iflu'd through a long extended Neck; 


His Hair transforms to Down, his Fingers mect 


In skinny Films, and ſhape his oary Feet; 

From both his Sides the Wings and Feathers break; 
And from his Mouth proceeds a blunted Bek: 
All Cycnns now into a Swan was turn'd; 


Who, ilk zemembring how his Kinſman burn d, 


= 


I 
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To ſolitary Pools and Lakes retires, 
And loves the Waters as oppos'd to Fires. 

Mean-while Apollo in a gloomy Shade 
(The native Luſtre of his Brows decay*'d) 
Indulging Sorrow, ſickens at the Sight 
of his own Sun-ſhine, and abhors the Light: 
The hidden Griefs, that in his Boſom riſe, «+ 
Sadden his Looks, and over-caſt his Eyes, 

As when ſome dusky Orb obſtructs his Ray, 
aud (ullics in a Dim Eclipſe the Day. 

Now ſecretly with inward Griefs he pin'd, ? 
Now warm Reſentments to his Griefs he joyn'd, 5 
And now renounc'd his Office to Mankind. 

« Fer ſince the Birth of Time, ſaid he, ye born 
„A long ungrateful Toil without Return; 
Let now ſome Other manage, if he date, 

The fiery Steeds, and mount the burning Carr; 

" Or, if none elſe, Jet Fove his Fortune try, | 
« And learn to lay his murd' ring Thunder by; 

# Then will he own, perhaps, but own too late, | 

& My Son deſerv'd not ſo ſevere a Fate. 

The Gods ſtand xound him, as he mourns, and pray 
He would reſume the Conduct of the Day, 

Nor let the World be Joſt in endleſs Night: 


| Jove too himſelf, deſcending from his Height, 


Excuſes what had happen'd, and intreats, 

Majeſtically mixing Pray*rs and Threats, 

Prevail'd upon at length, again he took 

The harneſs'd Steeds, that Rill with Horror hook, 

id plies * em with the Laſh, a and whips 'em on, 

Aud, as be ples. uphzaids 'em with his |" et 
e 1:28 
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The Story. of CAL1ST 0. 


The Day was ſettled in its Courſe; and Fore 
Walk'd the wide Circuit of the Heav'ns above, 
To ſearch if any Cracks or Flaws were made; 
But all was Safe: The Earth he then ſurvey'd, 
And caſt an Eye on ev'ry diff rent Coaſt, 

And ev'ry Land; but on Arcadia moſt. 

Her Fields he cloath'd, and chear'd her blaſted Face 
With running Fountains, and with ſpringing Graſs. 
No Tracks of Heay'ns deſtructive Fire remain, 
The Fields and Woods revive,and Nature ſmiles again, 

But as the God walk'd to and fro the Earth, 
And rais'd the Plants, and gave the Spring its Birth, 
By Chance a fair Arcadian Nymph he view d, 
And felt the lovely Charmer in his Blood. 

The Nymph nor Spun, nor dreſs'd with artful Pride, 
Her Veſt was gather'd up, her Hair was ty'd; 
Now in her Hand a lender Spear ſhe bore, 
Now a light Quiver on her Shoulders wore; 

To chaſte Diana from her Youth inclin'd, 

The ſprightly Warriors of the Wood ſhe joyn'd. 

Diana too the gentle. Huntreſs lov'd, 

Nor was there One of all the Nymphs that ro “d 
O'er Maualus, amid the Maiden Throng, : 
More favour'd once.; but Favour laſts not long. 
The Sun now ſhone in all its Strength, and drove 

The heated Virgin panting to a Grove; 

The Grove around a grateful Shadow caft ; 
She. dropt her Arrows, and her Bow ynbxac'd; 
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She flung her ſelf on the cool graſſy Bed; 
And on the painted Quiyer rais'd her Head. 
Fave ſaw the charming. Huntreſs unprepar'd, 
| Stretch'd on the verdant Turf, without a Guard. 
« Here 1 am ſafe, he cries, from Funo's Eye; 
| « Or ſhoud my jealous Queen the Theft deſcry, 
| & Yet wou'd 1 venture on a Theft like This, 
| « and ſtand her Rage for ſuch, for ſuch a Bliſs ? 
Diana's Shape and Habit ſtrait he took, 
| Soften'd his Brows, and ſmooth'd his awful Leok, ; 
And mildly in a Female. Accent ſpoke. | : 
„ How fares my Girl? How went the Morning Chaſe >- 
| To whom the Virgin,. ſtarting from the Graſs, 
&« All-hail, bright Deity, whom 1 prefer 
4. To Fove himſelf, tho? Fove. himſelf were here, 
The God was nearer than ſhe thought; and heard 
Well-pleas'd Himſelf before Himſelf prefer'd.. 
He then ſalutes her with a warm Embrace; 
And, &re the half had told the Morning Chaſe, 
With Love enflam'd, and.eager on his Bliſs, 
Smother'd her Words, and ſtop'd her with a Kiſs; 
His Kiſſes with unwonted Ardour glow'd, b 
Nor cou'd Diana's Shape conceal the God. 
The Virgin did whate'er a Virgin cou'd; 
(Sure Juno muſt have pardon'd, had the view'd) 
With all her Might againſt his Force ſhe ſtrove; 
But how can mortal Maids contend with Fove? * 
Poſleſt at length of what his Heart deſir'd, 
Back to his Heav'ns th' exulting God recir'd, 
The lovely Huntreſs, riſing from the Graſs, | 
Wich down-caſt Eyes, and with a bluſhing Face, 
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By Shame confounded, and by Fear diſmay'd, 
' Flew from the Covert of the guilty Shade, 
And almoſt, in the Tumult of her Mind, 


Left her forgotten Bow and Shafts behind. 
But now Diana, with a ſprightly Train 

Of quiver'd Virgins, bounding o'er the Plain, 
Call'd ro the Nymph ; the Nymph began to fear 
A ſecond Fraud, a Fove diſguis'd in Her; 

| But, when the ſaw the Siſter Nymphs, ſuppreſs'd 
Her rifing Fears, and mingled with the reſt. 

| How in the Look does conſcions Guilt appear! 
Slowly ſhe mov'd, and loiter'd in the Rear; 
Nor lightly tripp'd, nor by the Goddeſs ran, 

As once ſhe us'd, the foremoſt of the Train, 
Her Looks were flu ſh'd, and ſullen was her Mien, 
That ſure the Virgin Goddeſs (had the been 
Aught but a Virgin) muſt the Guilt have ſeen, 
* - *Tis ſaid the Nymphs faw all, and gueſs'd aright: 
And now the Moon had nine times loſt her Light, 
When Dian, fainting in the mid-day Beams, 
Found a cool Covert, and refreſhing Streams 
That in ſoft Murmurs through the Foreſt floy'd, 
And a ſmooth Bed of ſhining Gravel how'd. + 

A Covett fo obſcure, and Streams ſo clear, | 

The Goddeſs prais'd: * And now no Spies are near 
« Let's ſtrip, my gentle Maids, and waſh, ſhe crics, 
Pleas'd with the Motion, ev'ry Maid complies; 
On'y the bluſhing Huntreſs ſtood confus' d, 
And form'd Delays, and her Delays excus'd; 
In vain excus'd: her Fellows round her preſs d, 


Aug the Reluctant N ymph by Force undreſs'& 
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The Naked Huntreſs all her Shame reveal'd, 
In vain her Hands the pregnant Womb conceal'd ;., 
« Begone ! the Goddeſs cries with ſtern Diſdain, 
'« Begone! nor date the hallow'd Stream to ſtain ; 
the fled, for ever Baniſh'd from the Train. 
This Juno heard, who long had watch'd her Time 
| To puniſh the deteſted Rival's Crime; : 
| The Time was come : for, to enrage her more, 
A lovely Boy the teeming Riyal bote. 
The Goddefs caſt a furious Look, and cry'd, 
« It is enough! Pm Fully ſatisfy'd! 
« This Boy ſhall ſtand a living Mark, to prove 
| « My Husband's Baſeneſs and the Strumpet's Love: 
« But Vengeance ſhall Awake: thoſe guilty Ch arms 
| « That drew the Thunderer from Funes Arms, 
No longer ſhall their wonted Force retain, 
| 4 Nor pleaſe the God, nor make the Mortal vaia, 
| This ſaid, her Hand within her Hair ſhe wound, 
Sung her to Earth, and drag'd her on the Ground: 
The proſtrate Wretch lifts up her Arms in Pray'r, 
Her Arms grow ſhaggy, and deform'd with Hair, 
| Her Nails are ſharpen'd into pointed Claws, 
Her Hands bear Half her Weight, and turn to Paws; 
Her Lips, that once cou'd tempt a God, begin 
To grow diftorted in an ugly Grin, 
And, leſt the ſupplicating Brute might reach 
The Ears of Fove, the was depriv'd of Speech: 
Her ſurly Voice thro? a hoarſe Paſſage came 
In ſavage Sounds: her Mind was till the ſame, 
The Furry Monſter fix d her. Eyes above, 
Aud heay'd her new unwieldy Paws to Four, 
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And beg'd his Aid with inwatd Groans; and tho 
She could not Call him Falſe, ſhe Thcuzht him ſo, 

How did ſhe fear to lodge in Woods alone, 
And haunt the Fields and Meadows, once her own! 
How often wou'd the deep- mouth'd Dogs purſue, 
Whilſt from her Hounds the frighted Huntreſs fley! 
How did the fear her Fellow-Brutes, and ſhun 
The ſhaggy Bear, tho' now her ſelf was one! 
How from the Sight of wgged Wolves retire, 
Although the grim Lycaen was her Sire! 

But now her Son had fifteen Summers told, 
Fierce at the Chaſe, and in the Foreſt Bold; 
When, as he beat the Woods in queſt of Prey, 
He chanc'd to rouze his Mother where ſue lay. 
She knew her Son, and kept him in her Sight, 
And fondly gaz'd: The Boy was in a Fright, 
And aim' d a pointed Arrow at her Breaſt, 

And would have ſlain his Mother in the Beaſt; 


But Fove forbad, and ſnatch'd 'em through the Air 1 
In Whirlwinds up to Heav'n, and fix'd 'em there: 15 
Where the new Conſtellations nightly riſe, Ky 
And add a Luſtre to the Northern Skies, | J 

When Juno ſaw the Rival in her Height, A 
Spangled with Stars, and circled round with Light, q 


She ſought Old Ocean in his deep Abodes, 

And Tethys, both Rever'd among the Gods, 

They ask what brings her there: Ne'er ask, ſays ſue, 
% What brings me here, Heav'n is no Place for Me. 
<« You'll ſce; when Night has cover'd all things o'er, 
« Fove's ſtarry Baſtard and triumphant Whore 
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« Uſurp the Heav'ns; You'll ;ſce em proudly rowle 

© In their new Otbs, and brighten all the Pole. 

% And who ſhall now on Juno's Altars wait, 

«© When Thoſe ſhe hates grow Greater by her Hate? 

on the Nymph a Brutal Form impreſs'd, 

i Fove to a Goddeſs has transform'd. the Beaſtz 

This, This was all my weak Revenge could do: 

e But let the God his chaſte Amours purſue, - 

% And, as he acted after 15's Rape, 

« Reſtore th* Adultreſs to her former Shape; 

« Then may he caſt his Juns off, and lead 

| * The great Lycaon's Offspring to his Bed. 

hut you, ye venerable Pow'rs, be kind, 

And, if my Wrongs a due Reſentment find, 

« Receive not in your Waves their Setting Beams, 

«© Nor let the glaring Strumpet taint your Streams. 
The Goddeſs ended, and her Wiſh was giv'n. 

Back ſhe return'd in Triumph up to Heav'n; 

Her gawdy Peacocks drew her through the Skies, 

| Their Tails were Spotted with a thouſand Eyes; 

The Eyes of Argus on their Tails were rang' d. 

At the ſame time the Raven's Colour chang d. 


The Story of CO RON IS, and Birth of 
A SCULAPIUS. 


The Raven once in Snowy Plumes was dreſt, 
White as the whiteſt Dove's unſully'd Breaſt, 
Fair as the Guardian of the Capitol, | 
Soft as the Swan; a large and lovely Fol; 
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His Tongue, his prating Tongue had chang'd him quite 
To ſooty Blackneſs from the pureſt White. 

The Story of his Change ſhall here be told; 
In Theſſaly thete liv'd a Nymph of old, 
Eoronis nam'd; a peetleſs Maid the ſhin'd, 
Confeſt the Faireſt of the fairer Kind. 
Apollo lov'd her, till her Guilt he knew, 
While true ſhe was, or whilſt he thought her true. 
But his own Bird the Raven chanc'd to find. 


The falſe. one with-a ſecret Rival joyn'd. 251 
coronis begg d him to ſuppreſs the Tale, 8 
But could not with repeated Pray'rs prevail. 8 
His milk-white Pinions to the God he ply'd; 5 
The buſy Daw flew with him, Side by Side, 7 
And by a thouſand teizing Queſtions drew | 
Th? important Secret from him as they flew. , 
The Daw gave honeſt Counſel, tho? deſpis'd, 72 
And, tedious in her Tattle, thus advis d. EE 
* Stay, filly Bird, th' ill-natur'd Task refuſe, n 
« Nor be the Bearer of unwelcome News. i 
« Be warn'd by my Example: you diſcern 5 
© What now 1 am, and what 1 was ſhall learn. * 
* My fooliſh Honeſty was all my Crime; l 
« Then hear my Story. Once upon a Time, By 
« The two-ſhap'd Erifthenius had his Birth : 
(Without a Mother) frem the teeming Earth) 
&« Minerva nurs d him, and the Infant laid ; 
« Within a Cheſt, of twining Oſiers made. ; 


« The Daughters of King Cecrops undertook | 
© To guard the Cheſt, commanded not to look 
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„On what was hid within. 1 ftood to ſee 

« The Charge obey'd, perch'd on a neighb' ring Tree. 

The Siſters Pandroſos and. Hersi keep 

« The ſtrict Command; Alauros needs would Peep, 

And ſaw the monſtrous Infant in a Fright, 

„And call'd her Siſters to the hideous Sight: 

A Boy's ſoft Shape did to the Waſte prevail, 

„But the Boy ended in a Dragon's Tail. 

I told the ſtera Minerva all that paſs'd, 

| * But for my Pains, diſcarded. and diſgrac'd, 

*The frowning Goddeſs drove me from her Sight“ 

And for her Fay'rite choſe the Bird of Night. 

« Be then no Tell- Tale; fox I think my Wrong 

« Enough to teach a Bird to hold her Tongue. 
„But you, perhaps, may think 1 was remov'd, 

« As never by the heav'nly Maid beloy'd: 

| © But I was loy'd; ask Pallas if I lye; 

4 Tho' Pallas hate me now, the won't deny: | 

« For 1, whom in a feather'd Shape you view, 

« Was once a Maid (by Heav'n the Story's true) 8 
A blooming Maid, and a King's Daughter too. 
A Crowd of Lovers own'd my Beauty's Charms; 

„My Beauty was the Cauſe of all my Harms; 
Neptune, as On his Shores I wont to rove, 

« Obſery'd me in my Walks, and fell in Love. 

| © He made his Courtſhip, he eonfeſs'd his Pain, 
And offer'd Force when all his Arts were vain 3 
* Swift he purſu'd : I ran along the Strand, 
Till, ſpent ang weary'd on the finking Sand, 
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e 1 ſhriek'd aloud, with Cries I fill'd the Air 
** To Gods and Men z nor God nor Man was there 0 
*© A Virgin Goddeſs heard a Virgin's Pray'r. 
“ For, as my Arms I lifted to the Skies, 
e ſaw Black Feathers from my Fingers riſe; 
* 1 ſtrove to fling my Garment on the Ground; 
** My Garment turn'd to Plumes, and girt me round 
1% My Hands to beat my naked Boſom try; 
Nor naked Boſom now nor Hands had I: 
** Lightly I tript, nor weary as before 
- © Sunk in the Sand, but skim'd along the Shore; 
Till, riſing on my Wings, I was prefer'd 
* To be the chaſte Minerva's Virgin Bird: 
* Prefer'd in vain! I now am in Diſgrace : 
* Ny#imene the Owl enjoys my Place. 
« On Her inceſtuous Life 1 need not dwell, . 
“(In Lesbos ſtill the horrid Tale they tell) 
*« And of her dire Amours you muſt have heard, 
For which the now does Penance in a Bird, 
e That conſcious of her Shame, avoids the Light, 
„% And loves the gloomy Coy'ring of the Night; 
& The Birds, where &er the flutters, ſcare away 
„The Hooting Wretch, and drive her from the Day. 
The Raven, urg'd by ſuch Imperrinence, 
_ Grew Paſſionate, it ſeems, and took Offence, 


And curſt the harmleſs Daw; the Daw withdrew : 


The Raven to her injur'd Patron flew, 
And found him out, and told the fatal Trutk 
Of falſe Coronis and the fayour'd Youth. j 
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The God was wroth; the Colour left his Look, 
The Wreath his Head, the Harp his Hand forſook : 8 
His Silver Bow and feather'd Shafts he took, 

And lodg'd an Arrow in the tender Breaſt, 

That had ſo often to his own been preſt. 

Down fell the wounded Nymph, and ſadly groan'd, 
And pull'd his Arrow reeking from the Wound ; 
And weltring in her Blood, thus faintly cty'd, | 
« Ah cruel God! tho? I have juſtly dy'd, 

« What has, alas! my unborn Infant done, 
« That He ſhould fall, and Two expire in One! 
This ſaid, in Agonies ſhe fetch'd her Breath. 

The God diſſolves in Pity at her Death; 

He hates the Bird that made her Fal hood known, 
And hates himſelf for what himſelf had done; 
The feather'd Shaft, that ſent her to the Fates, 
And his own Hand, thet ſent the Shaft, he hates. 
Fain would he heal the Wound, and eaſe her Pain, 
| And tiies the Compaſs of his Art in vain. 

Soon as he ſaw the lovely Nymph expire, 

| The Pile made ready, and the kindling Fire, | 
With Sighs and Groans her Obſequies he kept, 
And, if a God could weep, the God had wepft. 
Her Corps he kiſs'd, and heay'nly Incenſe brought, 
And ſolemn'z'd the Death Himſelf had wrought. 

But, leſt his Offspring ſhould her Fate partake, 
Spight of th' Immortal Mixture in his Make, 

He ript her Womb, and ſet the Child at large, 
And gave him to the Centaur chirons Charge: 
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Then in his Fury Black'd the Raven o'er, 


O CYRRHOE transform'd into a Mar, 


| Old Chiron took the Babe with ſecret Joy, 

Proud of the Charge of the Celeſtial Boy. 

His Daughter too; whom on the ſandy Shote 

The Nymph Chericlo to the Centaur bore, 

With Hair difheyel'd-on her Shoulders came 

To ſee the Child, Ocyrrhee was her Name; 

She knew her Father's Arts, and could rehicarſe 

The-Depths of Prophecy in ſounding verſe. 

Once, as the ſacred Infant ſhe ſurvey'd, 

Tue God was kindled in the raving Maid, 

And thus the utter d her Prophetick Tale; 
Hail, great Phyſician of the World, All-hail; 

% Hail, mighty Infant, who in Years to come; 

„ Shalt heal the Nations, and defraud the Tomb; 

'« Swift be thy Growth! thy Triumphs unconfin'd! 

Make Kingdoms thicker, and increaſe Meakind. 

« Thy dating Art ſhall animate the Dead, 

« And draw the Thunder on thy guilty Head: 

„ Then fhalt thou dye, but from the dark Abode 

« Riſe up Viforious, and be Twice a God, 

„And Thou, my Site, not deſtin'd by thy Birth. 

To turn to Duſt, and mix with common Earth; 
How wilt thou toſs, and rave, and long to de, 

And quit thy Claim to Immortality; 


And bid him Prate in his White Plumes no more. 
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« When thou ſhalt feel, enrag'd with inward Pains 
„ The Fydra's Venom rankling in thy Veins? 
« The Gods, in Pity, mall contract thy Date, 
« And give thee over to the Pow'r of Fate. 
Thus ent'ring into Deſtiny, the Maid 
The Secrets of offended Fove betray d-: 
More had the till to (ay; but now appears 
Oppreſs'd with Sobs and Sighs, and drown'd in Tears, 
« My Yoice, ſays ſhe, is gone; my Language fails ; 
«© Through ev'ry Limb my kindred Shape prevails: 
« Why did the God this fatal Gift impart, 
« And with prophetick Raptures ſwell my Heart! 
e What new Deſires are theſe? 1 long to pace 
„Oer flow'ry Meadows, and to feed on Graſs; 
| « 1 haften to a Brute, a Maid no more; 
« But why, alas! am I transform'd all o'er? 
My Sue does Half a human Shape retain, 
And in his upper Parts preſerves the Man. 
Her Tongue no more diſtinct Complaints affords» 
But in farill Accents and miſ-ſhapen Words 
Pours forth ſuch hideous Wailings, as declare 
| The Human Form confounded in the Mare : 
Till by degrees accompliſh'd in the Beaſt, | 
She neigh'd outright, and all the Steed expreſt. 
Her ſtooping Body on her Hands is born, 
Her Hands are turn'd to Hoofs, and ſhod in Hors, 
Ber yellow Treſſes ruffle in a Mane, 
And in a flowing Tail the frisks her Train. 
The Mate was finiſh'd in her Voice and Look, 
And 2 neu Name from the new Figure took. 


% 
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7 he Tranformatios of BATTUs 0 4 
Touc h- ſtone. 


Sore wept the Centaur, and to Phabu— pray d; 
But how could Ph bus give the Centaur Aid? 
Degraded of his Pow'r by angry Fove, 

In Elis Then a Herd of Beeves he drove; 

And wielded in his Hand a Staff of Oak, 
And o' er his Shoulders threw the Shepherd's Cloak; 

On ſev'n compacted Reeds he us d to play, 

And on his Rural Pipe to waſte the Day. 

As once, attentive to his Pipe, he play d, 
The crafty Hermes from the God convey'd 
A Drove, that ſep rate from their Fellows ſtray'd. 

The Theft an old inſidious Peaſant view'd, 
(They call'd him Battus in the Neighbourhood) 
Hir'd by a wealthy Pylian Prince to feed 

His fav'rite Mares, and watch the gen'rous Breed, 
The thieviſh God ſuſpected him, and took 

The Hind aſide, and thus in Whiſpers ſpoke; 

et Diſcoyer not the Theft, whoe'er thou be, 

© And take that milk-white Heifer for thy Fee, 
« Go, Stranger, cries the Clown, ſecurely on, 

« That Stone ſhall ſooner tell, and ſhow'd a Stone, 

The God withdrew, but ſtrait return'd again, 

In Speech and Habit like a Country Swain; 
And cries out, Neighbour, haſt thou ſeen a Str] | 
« Of Bullocks and of Heifers paſs this Way? 
« In the Recoy'ry of my Cattle join, 

« A Bullock aud a Heifer ſhall be thine, 
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he Peaſant quick replies, © You'll find 'em there 
in yon dark Vale; and in the Vale they were. 
he Double Bribe had his falſe Heart beguil'd: 

The God ſucceſsful in the Tryal, ſmil'd; 

* And doſt thou thus betray my ſelf to Me? 
Me to my ſelf doſt thou betray? ſays he: 


Then to 4 Touch-ftone turns the faithleſs Spy, 
And-in his Name records his Infamy. 


The Story of AGLAUROS transform'd 
into a Statue. 
This done, the God flew up on high, and paſs'd 

oer lofty Athens, by Minerva grac d, 
And wide Munichia, whilſt his Eyes ſurvey 
All the vaſt Region that beneath him lay. 
was now the Feaſt, when each Athenian Maid 
Her yearly Homage to Minerva paid; 
in Caniſters, with Garlands cover'd o'er, 
High on their Heads their myſtick Gifts they bore : : 
| And now, returning ia a ſolemn Train, 
| The Troop of ſhining Virgins fill'd the Plain. 
þ The God well-pleas'd beheld the pompous Show, 
And ſaw the bright Proceſſion paſs below; 

Then yeer'd about, and took 4 wheeling Flight, 
And hover'd o'er them: As the ſpreading Kite, 
That ſmells the ſlaughter' d Victim from on high, 
Flies at a Diſtance, if the Prieſts are nigh, | 
Aud ſails around, and keeps it in her Eye; 
| So kept the God the Virgin Quite in view, 


And in low winding Cucles round them flew, | 
Ver. . G 


. 
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As Luci fer excells the meaneſt Star, 
Or, as the full: orb'd Phabe Lucifer; 


So much did Herss all the ieſt outvy, 


And gave a Grace to the Solemnity. 
Hermes was fir'd, as in the Clouds he hung: 


So the cold Bullet; that with Fury flung 


From Baleariek Engines mounts on high, 

Glows in the Whitl,. and burns along the Sky, 

At length he pitch'd upon the Ground, and ſhoy'{ 

The Form Divine, the Features of a God. 

He knew their Vertue o'er a Female Heart, 

And yet he' ſtrives to better them by Art. 

He hangs his Mantle looſe, and ſets to ſhow 

The golden Edging on the Seam below; 

Adjuſts his flowing Curls, and in his Hand 

Waves, with an Air, the Sleep-procuring Wand; 

The glitt'ring Sandals to his Feet applies, | 

And to each Heel the well trim'd Pinion ties. 
His Ornaments with niceſt Art diſplay'd, 


He ſeeks th* Apartment of the Royal Maid, 


The Roof was all with poliſh'd Iv'ry lin'd, 
That, richly mix'd, in Clouds of Tettoiſe fhin'd. 
Three Rooms, contiguous, in a Range were plac, 
The Midmoſt by the beauteous Herve grac'd; 
Her Virgin Siſters lodg'd on either Side. 
Aglauros firſt th' approaching God deſcry'd, 


. And, as he croſs*d her Chamber, ask'd his Name, 


And what his Buſineſs was, and whence he came. 
«© I come, reply'd the God, from Heav'n, to woo 


| ® Your Siſter, and to make an Aunt of you; 


E „ tt > r= to wn mo» oo wn 


me, 
ne. 
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| A pois nous Morſel in her Teeth the chew'd, 
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. I am the Son and Meſſenger of Fove, 


« My Name is Mercury, my Bus'neſs Love; 
Po you, kind Damſel, take a Lover's Part, 
« And gain Admittance to your Siſter's Heart. 

che ſtar'd him in the Face with Looks amaz'd, 
ks when the on Minerva's Secret gaz'd, 
And asks a mighty Treaſure for her Hire, 
Aud, till he brings it, makes the God retire. 
Minerva griev'd to ſee the Nymph ſucceed ; 
And now remembring the late impious Deed, 
When, diſobedient to her ſtrict Command, 
She touch'd the Cheſt with an unhallow'd Hand; 
lu big-ſwoln Sighs her inward Rage expreſs'd, 
That heav'd the riſing Ægis on her Breaſt ; 
Then ſought out Envy in her dark Abode, 
Defil'd with ropy Gore and Clots of Blood: | 
Shut from the Winds and from the wholeſome Skies, 
In a deep Vale the gloomy Dungeon lies, 
Diſmal and Cold, where not a Beam of Light 
lavades the Winter, or diſturbs the Night. 

Directly to the Cave her Courſe ſhe ſteer'd; 
Againſt the Gates her martial Lance the rear'd ; ; 
The Gates flew open, and the Fiend ſappear'd. 


And gorg'd the Fleſh of Vipers for her Food. 
Minerva loathing turn'd away her Eye; 
The hideous Monſter, riſing Heavily, - 


Came ſtalking forward with a ſullen Pace, 
And left her mangled Offals: on the Place. 


doon as the ſaw the Goddeſs gay ard bright, 
She fetch d a Gioaa at ſuch a chearful Sight, 
G 2 | 
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Livid and meagre were her Looks, her Eye 
In foul diftorted Glances turn'd awry ; 

A Hoard of Gall her inward Parts poſſeſs'd, 

And {pred 2 Greenneſs o'er her canker'd Breaft; 

Her Teeth were town with Ryſt, and from her Tongue, b! 


In dangling Drops, the ftri;gy Foiſon hung. At 
: She ncver ſmiles but when the Wretched weep, To 
Nor lulls her Malice with a Moment's Sleep, She 
Reſtleſs in Spice: while watchful to deſtroy, Th 
She pincs and fickens at Another's Joy, | Th 
Foe to her (elf, diſtreſſing and diftreſt, He 
She beats her own Tormearer in her Breaſt, Fr 


The Godde!s gave for the abhort'd her Sight) | 
A ſhort Command: To Athens ſpeed thy Flight; At 


— * On curſt Aglauros try thy utmoſt Art, He 
« And fix thy rankeſt V enoms in her Heart. | Tt 
This ſaid, her Spcar the puſt'd againſt the Ground, Tl 
And mounting from it with an active Bound, Fo 
Flew off to Heav'n: The Hag with Eyes asker 
Look'd vp, and mutter'd Curſes as ſhe flew; In 
For ſore ſhe fretted, and began to grieve G 

At the Succeſs which the her ſelf muſt give. * 
Then takes her Staff, hung round with Wieaths of BW 0 
| Thorn, A 
And ſails along, in'a black Whirlwind 3 0 
O' er Fields and flow ry Meadows : Where the ſteers I T 
Her baneful Courſe, a mighty Blaſt appears, 0 


Mildes and Blights ; the Meadows ate defac'd, R. 
The Fields, the Flow'is, and the whole Tear laid waſte, I 
On Mortals next, and peopled Towns ſhe alls, 
And breathes a burning Plague among 1 Walle 


. 
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When Athens the beheld, for Arts renown'd, 
with Peace made happy, and with Plenty crown'd, 
kca:ce could the hideous Fiend from Tears forbear, 
To find out nothing that Deſerv'd a Tear. 
Th! Apartment now ſhe enter'd, where at reſt E | , 
Alauros lay, with gentle. Sleep oppreſt. 
o execute Minerva's dire Command, 
She ſtroak'd the Vigin with her canker'd Hand, 
Then prickly Thorns into her Breaſt convey' d. 
That ſtung to Madneſs the devoted Maid : 
Her ſubtle Venom till improves the Smart, 
Frets in the Blood, and feſters in the Heart. 
To make the Work more ſure, a Scene ſhe drew, 
And plac'd before the dreaming Virgin's View 
Her Siſter's Marriage, and her glorious Fate: 
| Th imaginary Bride appears in State; 
The Pride-groom with unwonted Beauty glows; 
For Envy Magnifies what-e'ex ſhe ſhows. 
Full of the Dream, Aglauros pin'd away 
In Tears all Nigut, in Darkneſs all the Day; 
Conſum'd like Ice, that juſt egins to run, 
| When feebly ſmitten by the diſtant Sun; 
of dor like unwholſome Weeds, that ſet on Fire 
Are flowly waſted, and in Smoke expire. 
Giv'n up to Envy (for in ev'ry Thought 
s The Thorns, the Venom, and the Viſion wrought} 
Oft did the call on Death, as oft decreed, 
Rather than ſee her Siſter's Wiſh ſucceed, 
e, To tell her awfull Father what had paſts 
At length before the Door het ſelf ſhe caſt; 
5 7 5 G 3 
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And, fitting on the Ground with ſullen Pride, 

A Paſſage to the Love- ſick God deny'd. 

The God careſs'd, and for Admiſſion pray'd, 
And ſooth'd in ſoſteſt Words th' envenom'd Maid. 
In vain he ſooth'd; © Begone! the Maid replies, 
« Or here I keep my Seat, and never riſe. 
Then keep thy Seat for ever, cties the God, 
And touch'd the Door, wide op' ning to his Rod, 


Fain would ſhe riſe, and ſtop him, but ſhe found 4 
Her Trunk too heavy to forſake the Ground; 7 
Her Joynts ate all benum'd, her Hands are pale, Wy». 
And Maible now appears in ev'ry Nail, An 
As when a Cancer in the Body feeds, 4 


And gradual Death from Limb to Limb proceeds; WI 
So does the Chilneſs to each vital Part 0! 
Spread by dete, and creeps into her Heart; 8 
Till hard'ning ev'ry where, and ſpeechleſs bonn, 0 
She ſits unmov'd, and freezes to a stone. 1 
But ſtill her envious Hue and ſullen Mien 
Are in the Sedentary Figure ſeen. 


EUR OP⁰A's Rape. 


When now the God his Fury had allay's, 
And taken Vengeance of the ſtubborn Maid, 
From whete the bright Athenian Turrets tile 
He mounts aloft, and re-aſcends the Skies. F 
Jove ſaw him enter the ſublime Abodes, 
Ard, as he mix'd among the Crowd of Gods, 
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peckon'd him out, and drew him from the Reſt, 
And in ſoft Whiſpers thus his Will expreſt. 

« My truſty Hermes, by whoſe Ready Aid | 
% Thy Sire's Commands are through the World 
| convey'd, 

« Reſume thy Wings, exert their utmoſt Force, 

8 And to the Walls of Sidon ſpeed thy Courſe ; 

J There find a Herd of Heifers wandring o'er 

« The neighb'ring Hill, and drive 'em to the Shote. 
Thus ſpoke the God, concealing his Intent, 

The truſty Hermes on his Meſſage went, 

And found the Herd of Heifers wandring o'er 

A neighb'ring Hill, and drove 'em to the Shore; 

Where the King's Daughter, with a lovely Train 

Of Fellow-Nymphs, was ſporting on the Plain, 
The Dignity of Empire laid aſide, 
(for Love but ill agrees with Kingly Pride) 

The Ruler of the Skies, the Thund'ring God, 

Who ſhakes the World's Foundations with a Nod, 
Among a Herd of lowing Heifers ran, 85 
Frisk'd in a Bull, and beltow'd o'er the Plain. 
Large Rowles of Fat about his Shoulders clung, 

And from his Neck the double Dewlap hung. 

His Skin was whiter than the Snow that lies 
Vaſully'd by the Breath of Southern Skies; 

Small ſhining Horns on his curl'd Forehead ſtand, 
4% tutn'd and poliſh'd by the Work-man's Hand; 
His Eye-balls rowl'd, not formidably bright, 

But gaz'd and languiſh'd with a gentle Light. 

His ev'ry Look was peaceful, and expreſt | 

The Softneſs of the Lover in the Beaſt. 
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Azenor's Royal Daughter, as fhe plaid 
Among the Fields, the Milk-white Bull ſurvey's, 
And view'd his ſpotleſs Body with Delight, 

And at a Diſtance kept him in her Sight, 

At length fhe pluck'd the riſing Flow'ts, and fed 
The gentle Beaſt, and fondly ſtroak'd his Head, 
He ſtood well-pleas'd to Touch the charming Fai 
But hardly couid confine his Pleaſure there, 
And now he wantons o'er the neighb*ring Strand, 

Now rowls his Body on the yellow Sand; 

And, now perceiving all her Fears decay'd, 
Comes toſſing forward to the Royal Mid; 
Gives her his Breaſt to ſtroke, and downward turns 
His grizly Brow, and gently ſtoops his Horns. 

In flow'ry Wreaths the Royal Virgin dreſt 
His bending Horns, and kindly clapt his Breaſt. 
Till now grown wanton, and deyoid of Fear 
Not knowing that ſhe preſt the Thun derer, 

She plac'd her ſelf upon his- Back, and rode 
Ofer Fields and Meadows, ſeated on the God. 

He gently march'd along, and by degrees 
Left the dry Meadow, and approach'd the Seas; 
Where now he dips his Hoofs and wets his Thighs, 
Now plunges in, and carries off the Prize. 

The frighred Nymph looks backward on the Sho#r, 
And hears the tumbling Billows round her roar; 
But till ſhe holds him faſt : one Hand is born 
Upon his Back; the other graſps a Horn: 

Her Train of ruffling Garments flies behind, 
Swells in the Air, and hovers in the Wind. 
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nd lands her ſafe on the Dictean Shore; 
here now, in his Divineſt Form array'd, 
In his True Shape he captivates the Maid; 
Who gaze, on him, and with wond'ring Eyes 
Peholds the new majeſtick Figure riſe, 

is glowing, Features, and. celeſtial Light, 
and all the God diſcover'd to her Sight, 
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loſt, 
ne ſent his Son to ſearch « ev'ry.. 
40 Coaſt ; 5 
t | | And. ſteruly bid him to his Arms. 
8 5 
The Darling Maid, or ſee his Face no more, 
But live an Exile in a foreign „ 
Thus was the Father Pious to a Crime. 
The reſtleſs Youth ſearch'd all the World around ; * 
But how can Jove in his Amours be found? 
When tir'd at length with unſucceſsful roil, 
in un his avgry Sire and Native Soil, 


1 
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He goes a Suppliant to the Delphick Dome ; 
There asks the God what new-appointed Home 
Should end his Wandrings, and his Toils relieve, 
The Delphick, Oracles this Anſwer give. | 
«© Behold among the Fields a lonely Cow, 
« Unworn with Yokes, unbroken to the Plow; 
« Mark well the Place where firſt the lays her down, ' 
« There meaſure out thy Walls, and build thy Town, 
« And from thy Guide Bæotia call the Land, 
« Jn which the deſtin'd Walls and Town ſhall tang 


His 
No ſooner had he left the dark Abode, His 
Big with the Promiſe of the Delphick God, Thr 


Nor gall'd with Yokes, nor worn with Servitude: 

Her gently at a Diſtance he purſu'd ; 

And, as he walk'd aloof, in Silence pray'd 

To the great Pow'r whoſe Counſels he obey d. 

Her Way through flow'ry Panope ſhe took, 

And now, Cephiſus, croſs d thy Silver Brook; 

When to the Heav'ns her ſpacious Front the rais' d 

And bellow'd thrice, then backward turning gaz d 

On thoſe behind, till on the deſtin'd Place 

She ſtoop'd, and couch'd amid the riſing Graſs. 
Cadmus ſulutes the Soil, and gladly hails 

The new-found Mountains, and the nameleſs Vales, 

And thanks the Gods, and turns about his Eye 

To ſee his new Dominions round him lye; 

Then ſends his Servants to a neighb'ring Grove 

Fox living Streams, a Sacrifice to Joe, 


When in the Fields the fatal Cow he view'd, 
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Der the wide Plaiu there roſe a ſhady Wood. 

pf aged Trees; in its dark Boſom ſtood 

buſhy Thicket, pathleſs and unworn, 

er- run with Brambles, and perplex*d with Thorn: : 

Ea midf the Brake a hollow Den was found, 

With Rocks and ſhelving Arches vaulted round. - 
Deep in the dreary Den, conceal'd from Day, 

Sacred to Mars, a mighty Dragon lay, 

ploated with Poiſon to a monſtrous Size; 

Fire broke in Flaſhes when he glanc'd his Eyes: 

His tow'ring Creſt was glorious to behold, | 

His Shoulders and his Sides were ſcal'd with Gold 

Three Tongues he brandiſh'd when he charg'd his Foes; 

His Teeth ſtood jaggy in Three dreadful Rowes. 

The Tyrians in the Den for Water ſought, 

And with their Urns explor'd the hollow Vault: 

Fcom Side to Side their empty Urns rebound, 

And rowſe the fleeping Serpent with the Sound. 

| Strait he beſtirs him, and is ſeen to riſe; 

And now with dreadful Hiſſings fills the Skies, 

And darts his forky a otra his glar 

ing Eyes. 

The Tyrians drop their Veſſels in the Fright,. 

All pale and trembling at the hideous Sight. 

Fire above Spire uprear'd in Air he ſtood, 

And gazing round him, over- look'd the Wood | 

Then floating on the Ground in Circles row!'d; i 

Then leap'd upon them in a mighty Fold, IF - 

Of ſuch a Bulk, and ſuch a monſt'rous Size, 7 

The Serpent in the Polar Circle lyes, - 7 

That ſtretches over half the Northern Skies. 
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In vain the Tyrians on their Arms rely, 
In vain attempt to fight, in vain to fly: 
All their Endeavours and their Hopes ate vain; 
Some die entangl'd in the winding. Train; 
Some are deyour'd; or feel a loathſom Death, 
Swola up with Blaſts of Peſtilential Breath. 
And now- the ſcorching Sun was mounted high, 
In all its Luſtre, to the Noon day Sky; 
When, anxious for his Friends, and fill'd wirh Cares, | 
To ſearch the Woods th? impaticnt Chief prepares. 
A Lion's Hide around his Loins he wore, 
The well-poiz'd Jay'lin to the Field he bore. 
Inur'd to Blood; the far-deſtroying Dart; 
And, the beſt Weapon. an undaunted Heart. 
Soon as the Youth approach'd the fatal Place, 
He ſaw his Servants breathleſs on the Graſs; 
The ſcaly Foe amid their Corps he view'd, 


Cad 
Basking at Eaſe, and feaſting in their Blood. Mr 
« Such Friends, he cries, deſerv'd a: longer Date; Th 
* But Cadmus will revenge, or ſhare their Fate. M. 
Then heav'd a. Stone, and xiſing to the Throw, T! 
He ſent it in a Whirlwind at the Foe: 1 7 
A Tow?r, aſſaulted by ſo rude a Stroke, B 
With all its lofty Battlements had ſhook ; | F 
But nothing here th' unweildy Rock ate” "o 8 
Rebounding harmleſs from the plaited Scales, 5 $ 


That, firmly join'd, preſery*d him from a Wound, 
With native Armour cruſted all around. 

With more ſucceſs, the Dart unerting flew, | 
Wich at his Back the raging Wartiour thiew: 


/ 
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mid the plaited Scales it took its Courſe, 
id in the ſpinal Marrow ſpent its Force. 
he Monſter hiſs'd aloud, and rag'd in vain, 
Ind writh'd his Body to and fro with Pain; 
He bit the Dart; and wrench'd the Wood away; 
The Point ſtill buried in the Marrow lay. 
And now his Rage, increaſing with his Pain, 
Reddens his Eyes, and beats in ev'ry Vein; 
Churn'd in his Teeth the foamy Venom roſe, 
Whilſt from his Mouth a Blaſt of Vapours flows, 
Such as th' Infernal S:yg/an Waters caft; 
The Plants around him wither in the Blaſt. 
Now in a Maze of Rings he lies enrowl'd, * 
Now all untavei'd, and without a Fold; 
Now, like a Torrent, with a mighty Force 
Bears down the Foreſt in his boiſt'cous Courſe. 
C«dmus gave back, and on the Lion's Spoil 
Suſtzia'd the Shock, then forc'd him to recoil z 
The pointed Jav'lin warded off his Rage: 
Mad with his Pains, and. furious to engage, 
The Serpent champs the Steel, and bites the Spear, 
Till Blood and Venom all the Point beſmear. 
But ſtill the Hurt he yet receiv'd was ſlight ;. 
For, whilſt the Champion with redoubled Might 
Strikes. home the Jav'lin, his retiring Foe 
Shrinks from the Wound, and.diſappoints the Blow» 
The dauntleſs Heroe ſtill purſues his Stroke, 
And preſſes forward, 'till a knotty Oak 
Retards his Foe, and tops him in the Rear; , 
Full in his Throat he plung'd the fatal Spear, 
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That in th' extended Neck a Paſſage found, 
And pierc'd the ſolid Timber through the Wound, 
Fix'd to the reeling Trunk, with many a Stroke 
Ot his huge Tail he laſh'd the ſturdy Oak; 
Till ſpent with Toil,and lab'ring hard for Breath, 


He now lay ewiſting in the Pangs of Death. : = 
cadmus beheld him wallow in a Flood Him 
Of ſwimming Poiſon, intermix'd with Blood; Nor 
When ſuddenly a Speech was heard from high, | Dyi 

| (The Speech was heard, nor was the Speaker nigh) WF + 
* Why doſt thou thus with ſecret Pleaſure ſee, "il 

_ © Inſulting Man! what thon thy ſelf ſhalt be? rh. 
Aſtoniſh'd at the Voice, he ſtood amaz d, of 
And all around with inward Horror gaz'd: be 
When Pallas ſwift deſcending from the Skies, Le 
Pallas, the Guardian of the Bold and Wiſe, 4 
Bids him plow up the Field, and ſcatter round N 
The Dragon's Teeth o'er all the furrow'd Ground; 5 
Then tells the Youth how to his wond'ring Eyes WT 


Embattled Armies from the Field ſhould rife, 
He ſows the Teeth at Pallas's Command, 
And flings the future People from his Hand. 
The Clods grow warm, and crumble where heſows; 
And now the pointed Spears advance in Rows; 
Now nodding Plumes appear, and ſhining Creſts, ' 
Now the broad Shoulders and the riſing Breaſts; 
O'er all the Field the breathing Harveſt ſwarms, 
A growing Hoſt, a Crop of Men and Arms. 
So through the parting Stage a Figure rears 
Its Body up, and Limb by Limb appears 
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By juſt Degrees ; till all the Man ariſe, 

And in his full Proportion ſtrikes the Eyes. 

* cadmys ſurpriz d, and ſtartled at the Sight 
Jof his new Foes, prepar'd himſelf for Fight: 
when one cry*d out, “ Forbear, fond Man, forbeas 
„To mingle in a blind promiſcuous War. 

E This ſaid, he ſtruck his Brother to the Ground, 
(Himſelf expiring by another's Wound; 

Nor did the Third his Conqueſt long ſurvive, 
Dying e'er ſcarce he had begun to live. | 
The dire Example ran through all the Field, 
Till Heaps of Brothers were by Brothers kill'd 
The Furrows ſwam in Blood: and only five 

| Of all the vaſt Increaſe were left alive. 

| Echion One, at Pallas's Command, 

Let fall the guiltleſs Weapon from his Hand, 

| And with the reſt a peaceful Treaty makes, 

| Whom cadmus as his Friends and Partners takes: 
80 founds a City on the promis'd Earth, 

| Aud gives his new BA,! Empire Birth, 

Here Cadmus teigu d; and now one would have 
The Royal Founder in his Exile bleſt : | [gueſs 8 
Long did he live within his new Abodes, | 
Ally'd by Marriage to the deathleſs Gods; 

And, in a fruitful Wife's Embraces old. 
A long Increaſe of Children's Children told: 
Put no frail Man, however great or high 

Can be concluded bleſt before he die. 

Actæon was the firſt of all his Race, 

Who griey'd his Grandſire in his borrow'd Face; 
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Condemn'd by ſtern Diana to bemoan 

The branching Horns, and Viſage not his own; 
To ſhun his once lov'd Dogs, to bound away, 
And from their Huntſman to become their prey. 
And yet cenfider why the Change was wrought, 
Yow'll find it his Misfortune, not his Fault; 
Or, if a Fault, it was the Fault of Chance: 
For how can Gui'r proceed from Iguorai.ce ? 
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In a fair Chace a ſhady Mountain ſtood, | Eac 
Well ſtor'd with Game, and matrk'd with Trails of WF wh 
Here did the Huntſmen,'till the Heat of Day [190d | Ga 
Purſue the Stag, and load themſelves with Prey; | Bo 
When thus Actaon calling to the reſt: os Fu 
My Friends, ſays he, our Sport is at the beſt. Fe 


© The Sun is high advanc'd, and downward theds 

* His burning Beams dire&ly on our Heads; 

« Then by Conſent abſtain. from further Spoils, 

« Call off the Dogs, and gather up the Toils; 

« And Cer To-morrow's Sun begins his Race, 

* Take the cool Morning to renew the Chace. 

They all conſent, and in a chearful Train 

The jolly Huntſmen, loaden with the Slain, 

Return in Triumph fiom the ſultry Plain. 
Down in a Vale with Pine and Cypreſs clad, 

Refreſh'd with gentle Winds, and brown with Shade, 

The chaſte Diana's private Haunt, there ſtood 

Full in the Centre of the darkſome. Wood 
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A ſpacious Grotto, all around o'er- grown . 
With hoary Moſs, and arch'd with Pumice-ſtone. 
[From out its rocky Clefts .the Waters flow, 
And trickling ſwell into a Lake below. 

Nature had ev*ry where ſo plaid her Part, 

That ev'ry where the ſeem'd to vie with Art. 
Heere the bright Goddeſs, toil'd and chaf d with Heat, 
Was wont to bathe her in the ceol Retreat. 

Here did ſhe now with all her Train reſort, 
Panting with Heat, and breathleſs from the Sport 3 
Her Armour-bearer laid her Bow alide, 

Some loos'd her Sandals, ſome her Veil unty'd ; ; 
Each buſy Nymph her proper Part undreſt ; 

While Crocale, 'more' Handy than the reſt, 

| Gather'd her flowing Hair, and in a Nooſe 

| Bound it together, whilſt her own hung looſe. 

| Five of the more ignoble ſort by turns 

| Feich up the Water, and unlade the Urns, 

Now all undreſt the ſhining Goddeſs ſtdod, 

When young Acton, wilder'd in the Wood, 

Io the cool Grott by his hard Fate betray'd, 

The Fountains fill'd with naked Nymp hs ſurvey'd. 
The frighted Virgins ſhriek'd at the Surprize, 
(The Foreſt echo'd with their piercing Cries.) 
Then in a Huddle round their Goddeſs preſt: 
She, proudly eminent above the reſt, 

With Bluſhes glow'd ; ſuch Bluſhes as adorn 

The ruddy Welkin, or the purple Morn; | 5 
And tho' the crowding Nymphs her Body hide, 
Half backward ſhrunk, and view'd him from a de. 


94 Ovid's Metamorphoſes. Book nl 
Surpriz'd, at firſt ſhe would have ſnatch'd her Boy, 
But ſees the circling Waters round her flow; 
Theſe in the Hollow of her Hand the took, 
And daſh'd 'em in his Face, while thus ſhe ſpoke; 
« Tell if thou can'ſt the wond'rous Sight diſclog'b 
A Goddeſs naked to thy View expos'd. 
This ſaid, the Man begun to diſappear 
By ſlow Degrees, and ended in a Deer. 
A riſing Horn on either Brow he wears, | 
And ſtretches out his Neck, and pricks his Ears; 
Rough is his Skin, with ſudden Hairs o'er-grown, 
His Boſom pants with Fears before unknown : 
Transform'd at length, he flies away in haſte, 
And wonders why he flies away ſo Faſt. 
But as by chance, within a neighb'ring Brook, 
He ſaw his branching Horns and alter'd Look, 
Wretched Actæon! in a doleful Tone 
He try'd, to ſpeak, but only gave a Groan; 
And as he wept, within the watry Glaſs 
He ſaw the big round Drops, with ſilent Pace, 
Run trickling down a ſavage hairy Face. 
What ſhould he do? Or ſeek his old Abodes, 
Or herd among the Deer, and ſculk in Woods! 
Here Shame diſſuades him, there his Fear prevails, 
And each by turns his aking Heart aſſails. 

As he thus ponders, he behind him ſpies 
His op'ning Hounds, and now he hears their Cries: 
A gen'rous Pack, or to maintain the Chace, 
Or ſnuff the Vapour from the ſcented Graſs. 
He bounded off with Fear, and ſwiftly ran 
O'er craggy Mountains, and the flow'ry Plain; 


EY ee” aw. te. ad Um aft 2- Þ 


* 
7 2 
* 


# 


Book III. O v1D's Metamorphoſes. 


in vain he oft endeavour'd to proclaim 
nis new Misfortune, and to tell his Name; 
Vor Voice nor Words the brutal Tongue ſupplies; 


f Through Brakes and Thickets forc'd his Way, and flew 
f Frhrough many a Ring, where once he did purſue, 


from ſhouting Men, and Horns, and Dogs he flies, 
| Deafen'd and ſtunn'd with their promiſcuous Cries. 


when now the fleeteſt of the Pack, that preſt 
| Cloſe at his Heels, and ſprung before the reſt, 
Had faſten'd on him, ſtraight another Pair, 


Hung on his wounded Haunch, and held him there, 


ill all the Pack came up, and ev'ry Hound 
| Tore the ſad Huntſman grov'ling on the Ground 
| Who now appear'd but one continu'd Wound. 
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With dropping Tears his bitter Fate he moans, 


And fills the Mountain with his dying Groans. 


His Servants with a piteous Look he ſpies, 

| And turns about his ſapplicating Eyes. 

| His Servants, ignorant of what had chanc'd, 
With eager Haſte and joyful Shouts adyanc'd, 
And call'd their Lord Actaon to the Game: 
He ſhook his Head in anſwer to the Name; 


Or only to have ſtood a Looker on. 

But to his Grief he finds himſelf too near, 
And feels his rav'nous Dogs with Fury tear 
Theu wretched Maſter panting in a Deer. 


He heard, but wiſh'd he had indeed been gone, 
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The Birth of Bacchus. 


Act aon's Suff rings, and Diana's Rage, 
Did all the Thoughts of Men and Gods engage; 
Some calld the Evils, which Diana wrought, 
Too great, and diſproportion'd to the Fault: 
Others again, eſteem'd Actæen's Woes 
Fit for a Virgin Goddeſs to impoſe, 
The Heareis into diffrent Parts divide, 
And Reaſons are produc'd on either Side. 
Juno alone, of all that heard the News, 
Nor would condemn the Goddeſs, nor excuſe: 
She heeded not the Juſtice of the Deed, 
But joy'd to ſee the Race of Cadmus. bleed; 
For ſtill ſhe kept Europa in her Mind, 
And, for her ſake, deteſted all her Kind. 
Eeſides, to aggravate her Hate, the heard 
How Semele, to Fove's Embrace preferr'd, 
Was now grown big with an immortal Load, 
And carry'd in her Womb a future God. 
Thus terribly incens'd, the Goddeſs broke 
To ſudden Fury, and abruptly ſpoke 
« Are my Reproaches of ſo ſmall a Force? 
« *Tis time I then purſue another Courſe: 
« Jt is decreed the guilty Wretch ſhall die, 
d If I'm indeed the Miſtreſs of the Sky, 
« If rightly ſtil'd among the Pow'rs above 
« The Wife and Siſter of the thund' ing Fove; 


« And 


dad 


old Beroe's decrepit Shape ſhe wears, 


ook III. Ovin's Metamorphoſer. 9 


þ (And none can ſure a Sifter's Right deny) 


elt is decreed the guilty Wretch ſhall die. 
che boaſts an Honour I can hardly claim, 
pregnant the riſes to a Mother's Name; 
While proud and vain the triumphs in her Fove, 
„ And ſhows the glorious Tokens of his Love: 

( But if I'm ſtill the Miſtreſs of the Skies, 

y her own Lover the fond Beauty dies. 

his ſaid, deſcending in a yellow Cloud, 

before the Gates of Semele the ſtood. 


er wrinkled Viſage, and ker hoary Hairs 

bilſt in her trembling Gait the totters on, 

And learns to tattle in the Nurſe's Tone. 

he Goddeſs, thus diſguis'd in Age, beguil'd 

ich pleaſing Stories her falſe Foſter-Child, 
Much did ſhe talk of Love, and when ſhe came - 
o mention to the Nymph her Lover's Name, 

Fetching a Sigh, and holding down her Head, 
Tis well, ſays the, if all be true that's ſaid, 

F But truſt me, Child, Pm much inclin'd to feat 
' Some Counterfeit in this your Fupiter. 

(Many an honeſt well-deſigning Maid 

Has been by theſe pretended Gods betray'd. 


{But if he be indeed the thund'ring Fove, 


' Bid him, when next he courts the Rites of Love, 
' Deſcend triumphaut fro th' Etherial Sky, 
In all the Pomp of his Divinity, 


Facompas'd round by thoſe Celeſtial Charms, 


Wich which he fills thi immortal June s Axms. 
Vo r. h | H 
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Thi unwary Nymph, enſnar d with what the ſaid, 
Deſir'd of Fove, when next he ſought her Bed, 


To grant a certain Gift which ſhe would chuſe; 
t Fear not, reply d the God, that I'll refuſe 


| 

e Whate'er you ask: May Styx confirm my Voice, Pa 
« Chuſe what you will, and you mall have you 805 
Choice. | . * 

te Then, ſays the Nymph, when next 799, ſeck my. ; 
Arms, 17 
„May you deſcend in thoſe Celeſtial Chari. A7 


« With which vour Juno 8 Boſom you, enflame, 

e And fill with Tranſp i« Heav'n's immortal Dame. He! 

The God ſurpriz d would fain have ſto/pꝰd her Voice 

But he had ſworn, and ihe had made her Choice. Th 
To keep his Promiſe he aſcends, and ſhrowds Nu 

His awful Brow in Whirl winds and in Clouds ; | 

. Whilſt all around, in terrible Array, 

His Thunders rattle, and his Light'nings play. 

And yet, the dazling Luſtre to abate, 


He ſet not out in all his Pomp and State, A 
. Clad in the mildeſt Lightning of the Skies, W 
And arm'd with Thunder of the ſmalleft Size: 0: 
Not thoſe huge Bolts, by which the Giants ſlain A 
Lay overthrown on the Phlegrean Plain. te 
*Twas of a leſſer Mould, and lighter Weight; « 
They call it Thunder of a Second-Rate. \ ct 
For the rough Cyclops, who by Fove's Command 7 
Temper'd the Bolt, and turn'd it to his Hand, 7 
Work d up leſs Flame and Fury in its Make, 5 


And quench' d it ſooner in the ſtanding Lake. 


Th! illuſtcious God deſcending from his Heiz, 
Came ruming on her in a Storm of Light. 


Thus dreadfully adarn' d, with Horror bright, I 
The mortal. Dames too feeble to engage 


The Lightnings Flames, and the Thunder's Kage, 


| Conſum'd amidſt the Glories ſhe defir'd; 

And in the Terrible Embrace expir'd. 

But, to preſerte his Offspring from the romb, 
Faye took him c ſmoaking from the blaſte# Weng 
And, if on ancient Tales we may rely, 

Inclos'd th* abortive Infant in his Thigh. 
| Here when the Babe had alli his Time ruling, 

Ino firſt took him for her Foſter-Child 3 

| ay the Niſeans, in their dark Abode, 
urs d ſecretly, with Mk: the: N God. 


N 
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"Twas now, bilerhdfo Tranfadtions' aſton Eatth, 


And Bacchus thus procur'd a ſecond Birth, 
When Jeve, diſpos'd to lay aſide the Weight 
Of Publick Empire and the Cares of State, 
As to his Queen in Nectar Bowls he quaff d, 
te In troth, ſays he, and as he ſpoke he laugh d, 
The Senſe of Pleaſure rin the: Male is far - 
4 More dull and dead than what you Females ane. 
Juno the Truth of what, was aid Gb | 
Tir:ſiaz therefore muſt: the Cauſe decide, L 
For he the Pleaſure of cach Sexhdd eine 

Wehnen £3 . 1 ale Eu An 
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i 


_ Two twiſted Snakes he in Conjunction views, 


| New-Sex'd, and trait 'recover'd into Man. 


The Sov*raign Umpire, in their grand Debate; 


Depriv'd kim, in her Fury, of his Sight, 
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11 happen d once, within a ſhady Wood, 


When with his Staff their flimy Folds he broke, 
And loſt his Manhood at the fatal Stroke. 

But, after ſev'n revolving Years he view'd 

The ſelf-ſawe Serpents in the ſelf · ſame Wood; 

4 And if, ſays he, ſuch Virtue in you lye, 

4 That he who dares your ſlimy Folds untie 

« Muſt change his Kind, a ſecond Stroke 1'll * 
Again he ſtruck the Snakes, and ſtood * =" 


Him therefore both the Deities create 


And he declar'd for Fove : When Juno fir'd, 
More than ſo trivial an Affair requir'd, 


And left. him groping round in ſudden Night. 
But Fove (for ſo it is in Heav'n decreed, 

That no one God repeal Anothet's Deed) 
Irradiates all his Soul with inward Light, 

And with the Prophet's Art relieves the want ofsight. 


The. Tranformation Ca E on 0. 


ram ed far and near. for knowing thinks to come, 2 
From him th enquiring Nations ſought their Doom; 
The fair Lixiope his Anſwers try'd, 

And firſt th' unerring Prophet juſtify' d. 
This Nymph the God cephiſus had abus d, 
With all his winding Waters circumfus d, 
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And on the Nereid got a lovely Boy, = 
Whom the ſoft Maids ey*n then beheld with Joy. 
The tender Dame, ſollicitous to know  _ 
Whether her Child ſhould reach old Age ot no, 
Conſults the Sage Tirefias, who replies, 
u If &er he knows himſelf, he ſurely dies. 
Long liv'd the dubious Mother in Suſpence, 
Till Time unriddled all the Prophet's Senſe, 
Naſtiſus now his Sixteenth” Year began, 
Juſt turn'd of Boy, and on the Verge of Man; 
Many a Friend the blooming Youth careſs'd, 
Mauy a Love-ſick Maid her Flame confeſs'd : 
Such was his Pride, in vain the Friend careſs'd. 
The Love-ſick Maid in vain her Flame confeſs'd. 
Once, in the Woods, as he purſu'd the Chace, 
The babbling Echo had deſery'd his Face; 
She, who in other's Words her Silence breaks, 
Nor ſpeaks her ſelf but when anorher ſpeaks 
Echo was then a Maid, of Speech bereft, 
Of wonted Speech; for tho? her Voice was left, 
Juno a Curſe did on her Tongue impoſe, 
To ſport with ev'ry Sentence in the Cloſe. 
Full often when the Goddeſs might have caught | 
Jove and her Rivals in the very Fault, 
This Nymph with ſubtle Stories would delay 
Her Coming, *till the Lovers flip'd away. 
The! Goddeſs found out the Deceit in time, | 
And then the cry d, ** That Tongue, for this thy Crime, 
Which could ſo many ſubtle Tales produce, 
* shall be hereaftet but of litle uſe. 
e 
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Hence 'tis the prattles in a fainter Tone, 
with mimick Sounds, and Accents not her own, 
This Love-fick Virgin, over - joy d to: find 
The Boy alone, fill follow'd him behind; 
When glowing warmly at her near. Approach, 
As Sulphur. blazes at the Taper's. Touch, 
She long'd her hidden Paſſion to reveal, 
And tell her Pains, but had not Words to tell: 
She can't begin, but waits for the Rebound, 
To catch his Voice, and to return the Sound. 
The Nymph, when nothing could Vareiſſus more ro 


still daſh'd with Bluſhes for her ſlighted Love, For 
Liv'd in the ſhady Covert of the Woods, WW: 
In ſolitary Caves and dark Abodes; Ani 
Where pinjng wander'd the rejected Fair, No 
Till harraſs'd out, and worn away with Cate, Thi 
The ſounding skeleton, of Blood bereft, Th 
Beſides her Bones and voice had nothing left. Thi 
Her Bones are petrify'd, her Voice is found An 
In Waal where Rill it Dopbles evry Sound, Wi 
Th 

"The Story of NAncss us My 

An 

Thus did the Nymphe in vain careſs the Boy, To 
He till was lovely, but he ſtill was Coy; Of 
When one fair Virgin of the ſlighted Train His 
Thus pray'd the Gods, provok'd by his Diſdain, No 
© Oh may he love like me, and love like me in Wi 
vain! . ) 
MWamnuſia pity'd the neglected Fair, WI 


And with juſt Vengeance. Maler d to her Pray's, 
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There ſtands a Feuntain in à darkſom Wood, 
Not ſtaim d with falling Leaves nor riſing Mud; 

Untroubled by the Breath of Winds it reſts, 

E Unſully?d by the Touch of Men or Beaſts; 
High Bow'rs of ſhady Trees above it grow, 

And riſing Graſs and chearful Greens below. 

pleasd with the Form and Coolneſs of the Place, 

And over-heated by the Morning Chace, 

Narciſſus on the graſſie Verdure lyes: 3 

But whilſt within the Chryſtal Fount he tries 

To quench his Heat, he feels new Hears ariſe, | 

For as his own bright Image he ſuryey'd, 

He fell in Love with the fantaſtick Shade; 

And o'er the Fair Reſemblance hung unmoy'd, 
Nor knew, fond Youth ! it was himſelf he loy'd. 
| The well-tutn'd Neck and Shoulders he deſcries, 
| The ſpacious Forehead, and the ſparkling Eyes; 

The Hands that Bacchus might not ſcorn to ſhow, 

And Hair that round Apollo's Head might flow; 

With all the Purple Youthfulneſs of Face, 

That gently bluſhes in the watry Glaſs, 
| By his own Flames conſum'd the Lover lyes, 

And gives himſelf the Wound by which he dies. 
To the cold Water oft he joins his Lips, 

Oft catching at the beauteous Shade he dips 8 
His Arms, as often from himſelf he flips. 

Nor knows he who it is his Arms purſue 

With eager Claſps, but loves he knows not who. 

What could, fond Youth, this helpleſs Paſſion 
What kindle in-thee this 1 Lore? {move? 

5 K 


Thy own warm Bluſh within the Water glows, 
With thee the colour'd Shadow comes and goes, 
Its empty Being on thy ſelf relies; 

Step thou aſide, and the frail Charmer dies. 
Still o'er the Fountain's watry Gleam he ſtood, 
Mindleſs of Sleep, and negligent of Food, 
Still view'd his Face, and languift'd as he view'd. 
At length he rais'd his Head, and thus began 
To vent his Griefs, and tell the Woods his Pain, 


Lou Trees, ſays he, and thou ſurrounding Gro, 


% Who oft have been the kindly Scenes of Love, 
fell me, if e'er within your Shades did lye 
A Youth ſo tortur'd, fo perplex'd as 1? 


« J, who before me ſee the Charming Fair, 


© Whilſt there he ſtands, and yet he ſtands not there; 


* In ſuch a Maze of Love my Thoughts are loſt; 
1 And yet no Bulwark'd Town, nor diſtant Coaſt, 
« Preſerves the beauteous Youth from being ſeen, 

„No Mountains riſe, nor Oceans flow between, 
« A ſhallow Water hinders my Embrace; 

« And yet the loyely Mimick wears a Face 

« That kindly {miles, and when I bend to join 
« My Lips to his, he fondly bends to mine. 

% Hear, gentle Youth, and pity my Complaint, 
“% Come from thy Well, thou Fair Inhabitant. 
„My Charms an eaſy Conqueſt have obtian'd 
% O'er other Heatts, by Thee alone diſdain'd, 

«© But why ſhould 1 deſpair? Pm ſure He buins 
„With equal Flames, and languiſhes by turns. 
„ When e' er I ſtoop he offers at a Kiſs, 

* And when my Arms J ſtretch, he ſtretches his. 
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« His Eye with Pleaſure on my Face he keeps, 
u He ſmiles my Smiles, and when I weep he veeps. 
« When e'er I ſpeak, his moving Lips appear 
« To utter ſomething, which 1 cannot hear, 

« Ah wretched me! I now begin too late 
« To find out all the long-petplex'd Deceit; 
« Jt is my ſelf I love, my ſelf I fee; 
« The gay Deluſion is a Part of me. 
u 1 kindle up the Fires by which 1 burn, 
And my own Beauties from the Well return. 
« Whom ſhould I Court? how utter my Complaint? 
&« Enjoyment but produces my Reſtraint, 8 
« And too much Plenty makes me die for Want. 
How gladly would 1 from my ſelf remove! 
And at a diſtance ſer the Thing 1 love. 
« My Breaſt is warm'd with ſuch unuſual Fire, 
41 wiſh him abſeat whom I moſt deſire. 
And now I faint with Grief; my Fate draws nigh ; 
in all the Pride of blooming Youth I die. 
“ Death will the Sorrows of my Heart xelieve, 
„oh might the Viſionary Youth ſurvive; 
„mould with Joy my bateſt Breath refign! 
* But oh! 1 fee his Fate involv'd in mine; 

This ſaid, the weeping Youth again return'd 
To the clear Fountain, where again he burn'd ; 
His Tears defac'd the Surface of the Well, 
With Circle after Circle, as they fell -- | 
And now the lovely Face but half appears, 
O'er-run with Wrinkles, and deform'd with Tears; ' 
* Al whiter, cries Narciſſus, doſt thou fly? 
Let me ſtill feed the Flame by which 1. die; 

| H 


a 
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« Let me ſtill See tho' I'm no further bleſt. 
Then rends his Garment off, and beats his Breaſt: 
His naked Boſom redden'd with the Blow, 

In ſuch a Bluſh as purple Cluſters ſhow, 

E're yet the Sun's Autumnal Heats refine _ 
Their ſprightly Juice, and mellow it to Wine. 
The glowing -eauties of his Breaſt he ſpies, 
And with a new redoubled Faſſion dies. 

As Wax diſſolves, as Ice begins to run, 

And trickle into Drops before the Sun ; 

So melts the Youth, and languiſhes away, 
His Beauty withers, and his Limbs decay; 

And none of thoſe attrative Charms remain, 

To which the ſlighted Echo ſu d in vain. 

She ſaw. him jn his preſent Miſery, 
Whom, ſpight of all her Wrongs, ſhe griev'dtoſee. 
She anſwer'd ſadly to the Lover s Moan, 
Sigh'd back his Sighs, and groan'd to ev'ry Groan: 
* Ah Youth! beloy'd in vain, Narciſſ#s cries; - f 


„ Ah Youth! belov'd in vain, the Nymph replies, Bu 
's Farewel, ſays he; the.parting Sound ſcarce fell 10 
From his faint Lips, but the reply d, . Farewel, W 
Then on th' unwholſome Earth he gaſping lyes, A 
Till Death ſhuts up thoſe ſelf-admiring Eyes. k 


To the cold Shades his flitting Ghoſt retires, . 
And in the Stygian Waves it ſelf admires. 

For him the Narads and the Dryads mourn, 
Whom the ſad Echo anſwers in her turn 
And now the Siſter-Nymphs prepare his Urn: 

W hen, looking for his Corps, tkey only found 
A ziling Stalk, with yellow Bloſſoms crown'd. 
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The Story of PEN THEUS. 


This ſad Event gave blind Tireſia, Fame, 
© Through Greece eſtabliſh'd in a Prophet's Name, 
Th' unhallow'd Pentheus only durſt deride 
The cheated People, and their Eyeleſs Guide. 
ro whom the Prophet in his Fury ſaid, | 
Shaking the hoary Honours of his Head 
„% Twere well, pre ſumptuous Man, 'twere well for thee 
% If thou wert Eycleſs too, and blind, like me: 
« For the Time comes, nay, lis already here, 
When the young God's Solemnities appear: 
| «4 Which, if thou doſt not with juſt Rites adorn, 
Thy impious Carcaſs, into Pieces torn, 
| « Shall ſtrew the Woods, and hang on ev'ry Thorn. 
Then, then, remember what I now foretel, 
« And own the blind T:re/ias ſaw too well. 

Still Pentheus ſcorns him, and dexides his Skill, 
But Time did all the Prophet? s Threats fulfil, 
For now through proſtrate Greece young Bacchus rode: 
Whilſt howling Matrons celebrate the God. 
All Ranks and Sexes to his Orgies ran, 
To "mingle in the Pomps, and fill the Train, 
Whea Pentheus thus his wicked Rage expreſs' d; 
« What Madneſs, Thebans, has your Souls poſleſs'd? 
„Can hollow Timbrels, can a drunken Shout, 
« And the lewd Clamours of a beaftly Rout, 
« Thus quell your Courage? Can the weak Alarm | 
* of Womens Tells thoſe ſtubborn Souls diſazm, 

B 1 


* 
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* Whom nor the Sword: nor Trumpet &er could fright, 
Nor the loud Din and Horror of a Fight! 

* And you, our Sites, who left your old Abodes, 
And fix'd in foreign Earth your Country Gods; 
© Will you without a Stroak your City yield, 

« And poorly quit an undiſputed Field? 

© But you, whoſe Youth and Vigour ſhould inſpite 
© Heroick Warmth, and kindle Martial Fi ire, 

© Whom burniſh'd Arms. and creſted Helmets grace, 
© Not flow'ry Garlands and a painted Face; 
© Remember him to whom you ftand ally'd: 
% The Serpent for his Well of Waters dy'd. 
He fought the Strong; do you his Courage ſlon, 
% And gain a Conqueſt o'er a Feeble Foe. 

« If Thebes muſt fall, oh might the Fates afford 
„ A nobler Doom from Famine, Fire, or}Sword. 
„Then might the Thebans periſh. with Renown: 

«© But now a beardleſs Victor ſacks the Town; 

% Whom nor the prancing Steed, nor pond'rous Shield, 
«« Not the hack'd Helmet, nor the duſty Field, 

vs. But the ſoft Joys of Luxury and Eaſe, 

« The purple Veſts, and flow'ry Garlands pleaſe. 
 « stand then afide, P11 make the Counterfeit 

« Renource his God-head, and confeſs rhe Cheat. 
« Acrifius from the Grecian Walls. repell'd . 

« This boaſted Pow'r; why then ſhould: Pen theus yield? 
E Go quickly. drag th Impoſtor Boy to Me; 
« P11 try the Force of his Divinity, 

Thus did th' audacious Wretch thoſe Rites profane; 
His Friends diſſuade th* audacious Wretch in vain; 
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lu yain his Grandſire urg d him to give o'er 


So have lſeen a River gently glide, 
1n a fmooth Courſe, and inoffenſive Tide; 
zut if with Dams its Current we reſtrain» 
It bears down all, and Foams along the Plain. 
But now his Servants eame beſmear'd with Blood, 
Sent by their haughty Prince to ſeize the God; 
, The God they found not in the frantick Throng, * 
But dragg'd a zealous Votary along. 3+ 


The Mariners transformed to Dolphins. 


Him Pentheus view'd with Fury in his Look, 
And ſcarce with-held his Hands, whilſt thus he ſpoke : 
« Vile Slave! whom ſpeedy Vengeance ſhall purſue, 
& And terrify thy baſe ſeditious Crew: 

4 Thy Country and thy Parentage reveal, 

« And, why thou join'ſt in theſe mad Orgies, tell. 
The Captive views him with undaunted Eyes, 
And, arm'd with inward Innocence, replies. 

** From high Meonia's recky Shores I came, 
(> of poor Defcent, Acetes is my Name: 
© My Sire was meanly born; no Oxen plow? d 
His fruirful Fields, nor in his Paſtures low'd, 
His whole Eftate within the Waters lay; 
Wien Lines and Hooks he caught the finny Prey, 
« His Art was all his Livelyhood; which he 
„ Thus with his dying Lips bequeath'd to me: 


$ 


His impious Threats; the Wretch bur ravesthe more. 


* —— — 
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In streams, my Boy, and Rivers take thy Chang; 

There ſwims, ſaid he, thy whole Inheritance. 
Long did 1 live on this poor Legacy; 

„ *Till tird with Rocks, and my old native Sky, 

« To Arts of Navigation I iaclin'd;  _ 

« Obſerv'd the Turns and Changes of the Wing: 

„ Learn'd the fit Havens, and began to note 

« The ſtormy. Hyades, the rainy Goat, 

&: The bright Taygete, and the ſhining Bears, 

< With all the Saijor's Catalogue of Stars, 

. Once, as by chance for Delos 1 deſign'd, 

2 My Veſlel, driv'n by a ftrong Guſt of Wind, 

« Moor'd in a Chan Creek; a-fhore I went, 

« And all the following Night in .Chios ſpent. 

« When Morning 'zofe, I. ſent my, Mates to bring 

'« Supplies of Water from a neighb'ring Spring, 

« Whilſ 1 the Motion of the Winds explor'd; 

« Then ſummon d in my Crew, and went aboard, 

44 Ophelies heard my Summons, and with Joy 
Brought to the Shore a ſoft and lovely Boy, 

„ With more than Female Sweet neſs in his Look, 

« Whom ſtraggling in. the neighb ring Fields he took. 

. « With Fumes of Wine the little Captive glows, 

And nods with S.cep, and ſtaggers as he goes. 
« I view'd him nicely, and began to trace ö 

% Each heav'nly Feature, each immortal Grace, 5 

« And ſaw Divinity in all his Face. 

* I know not who, ſaid 1, this God ſhould bez 

But that he is a God I plainly ſee; 


\ 


Pd 
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And Thou, who-e' er thou art, excuſe the Force 
« Theſe Men have us'd; and oh befriend our Courſe! 
© Pray not for us, the nimble Dich- cry'd, 
« Hictys, that could the Main top-Maſt beſtride, 
« And down the Ropes with active Vigour flide. 8 
« To the ſame Purpoſe old Epopers ſpoke, 
« Who over-look'd the Oars and tim'd the Stroke ; 
« The ſame the Pilot, and the ſame the reſt ; 
« Such impious Avarice their Souls poſſeſt, 
' Nay, Heay'n forbid that I ſhould bear away 
| « Within my Veſſel ſo divine a Prey, EE 
« Said I; and ſtood to hinder their Intent : 
« When -Lycabas, a Wretch for Murder ſeat | 8 
« From T»/cany, to ſuffer Banimment, 
4 With his cleach'd Fiſt had ſtruck me over-board? | 
Had not my Hands in falling graſp'd a Cord, 
« His baſe Confederates the Fact approve; 
© When Bacchus, (for 'twas he) begun to move, 
« Wak'd by the Noiſe andClamours which they rais'd; 
« And hook his drowſie Limbs, and round him gaz d- 
What means this Noiſe? he cries; am 1 betray'd? 
Ah! whither, whither muſt 1 be convey*d } 
' Fear not, ſaid Proreus, Child, but tell us where 
ou wiſh to land, and truſt our friendly Care, 
To Naxos then direct your Courſe, ſaid he ; 
Naxos a hoſpitable Port ſhall be 0 
ro each of you, a joyful Home to me. 
By ev*'xy God, that rules the Sea or Sky, 
© The perjur'd Villains promiſe to comply, 
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And bid me haſten to unmoor the ship. 
With eager Joy I launch into the Deep; 

4% And, heedleſs of the Fraud, for Naxos ſtand. 
« They whifper oft, and beckon with the Hand, 
« And give me Signs, all anxious for their Prey, 
« To tack about, and ſteer another Way. 
Then let ſome other to my Poſt ſucceed, 
Said 1, I'm guiltleſs of ſo foul a Deed. 


What, ſays Ethalion, muſt the Ship's whole Cres 


Follow your 'umour, and depend on you? 
« And ftrait himſelf he ſeated at the Prore, 
And tack'd about, and ſought another Shore, 


, © The beaureous Youth now found himſelf be- | 


ttay d, 

And from the Deck the Hanz Waves ſurvey'd, 
And ſeem'd to weep, and as he wept he ſaid; 
And do you thus my Eaſy Faith beguile? 

* Thus do you bear me to my native Iſle? 
will ſuch: a Multitude of Men employ 
Their Strength againſt a weak defenceleſs Boy? 

« In vaia did I the God-like Youth deplore, 

The more I begg'd, they thwarted me the mote. 
« And now by all the Gods in Heav'n that hear 
« This ſolemn Oath, by Bacchus ſelf, 1 ſwear, 

« The mighty Miracle that did enſue, 

« Although ir ſeems beyond Belief, is true. 

« The Veſſel, fix'd and rooted in the Flood, 
« Unmov'd by all the beating Billows ſtood; 
4 In vain the Mariners would plow the Main 
2 With Sails unfurl'd; and ſtrike their Oats in vain; 
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% Around their Oars a twining Ivy clea ves, 
« And climbs the Maſt, and hides the Cords in Leaves: 
« The Sails are cover d with a chearful Green 
« And Berties in the fruitful Canvaſe ſeen, = 
« Amidſt the Wayes a ſudden Forreſt rears. 
« Its verdant Head, and a new Spring appears, 

« The God we now behold with open'd Eyes; 
« A Herd of ſpotted Panthers round him lyes 
« In glaring Forms; the grapy. Cluſters ſpread - 
« On his fair Brows, and dangle on his Head. 
« And whilſt he frowns, and brandiſhes his Spear, 
« My Mates, ſurpriz'd with Madneſs or with Fear, 
« Leap'd over board; firſt perjur'd Madon found 
« Rough Scales and Fins his ſtiff®ning Sides ſurround 3 
© Ah what, cries one, has thus transform'd thy Look? 
« Strait his own Mouth grew wider as he ſpoke z 
% And now himſelt he views with like Surprize. 
« still at his Oar th' induſtrious Libys plies; 
« But, as he plies, each buſy Arm ſhrinks in, 
« And by degrees is faſhion'd to a Fin. 
« Another, as he catches at a Cord, | 
« Miſſes his Arms, and, tumbling over-board, 
« With his broad Fins and forky Tail he layes 
© The rifing Surge, and flounces in the Waves. 
| 4 Thus all my Crew transform'd around the Ship, 
« Or dive below, or on the Surface leap, q 
« And ſpout the Waves, and wanton in the Deep, 
Full nineteen Sailors did the Ship convey, 
A Shole of nineteen Dolphins round her play. 
© Ionly in my proper Shape appear, | 
« Speechleſs with W and half dead with 155 


/ 


m4 Oviy's Mohan phiſe. Book m Book 


„„ Till Bacthwo Kindly"bid"me fear no more. . 
Wich him L-landed on the khan shore, + : 
« And kim mall ever #ritefully adore. 5 « 6 
„This forging Slave; ſays Pentheus, would prevail, Pen 
Ober our juſt Fury by-a far-ferch'd Tale: Jud 
„ Go, let him feel the Whips, the Swords, the Fire, fe 
« And in the Tortutes of the Rack expire. d 
Th officious Servahts hurry him away, 8 88 apt 
And the poor Captive in a Dungeon lay. FR, 


But, whilſt the Whips and ortutes ate prepar'd, 
The Gates fly open, of themſelves unbalr'd; 
At Liberty th' unfetter d Captive ſtands, 


And flings the looſen d Shackles from N 


. The Death of P EN ME Us. 


But Pent heut, grown more fariods than before, 
Reſoly'd to. ſend: his Meſſengers no more, 
But went himſelf to the diſtracted Throng, 
Where high Charon echo'd with their Song. 
And as the fiery War horſe paws-the Ground, 
And ſnorts and trembles at the Trumpet's Sound; 
Tranſported thus he heard the frantick' Rout, 
And rav'd and madden'd at the diſtant Shout. 
my ſpacious Circuit on the Hill there ſtood, 
Level and wide, and skirted round with Wood; 
Here the raſh:Pexthess, with unhallow'd Eyes, 
The howling Dames and myſtick 0rgics ſpies. | 
His Mother ſternly view'd him where he ſtood, 
And kindled into Madneſs as tht view'd : 
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Her leafy Jav'lin at her Son ſte caſt, 


And cries, © The Boar that lays our Country waſte ! 4 


« The Boar, my Siſters ! Aim the fatal Dart, 
« And ſtrike the brindled Monſter to the Heart, 
pentheus aſtoniſh'd heard the diſmal Sound, 


And ſees the the yelling Matrens gatk' ring round; 


He ſees, and weeps at his approaching Fate, 
And begs for Mercy, and repents too late. 
Help, help! my Aunt Autonoe, he ery'd; 

« Remember, how your own Acfæon dy' d. 

Deaf to his Gries, the frantick Matron crops - 
One ſtretch'd out Arm, the other Ino lops. 

In vain does Pentheus to his Mother ſve, 

And the raw bleeding Stumps preſents to view : 


Her trembling Hand the twiſted in his Hair, 
« And This, ſhe cry*d, ſhall be Agave's Share. 


His Mother howPd ; and, heedleſs of his Pray'r, c 


When from thg Neck his ſtruggling Head the tore, 


And in her Hands the ghaſtly Viſage bore. 


Then pull'd and tore the mangled Limbs away, 
As ſtarting in the Pangs of Death it lay. 
Soon as the Wood its leafy Honours caſts, — 9 
Blown off and ſcatter'd by autumnal Blaſts, 
With ſuch a ſudden Death lay Pentheus ſlain, 
And in a thouſand Pieces ſtrow'd the Plain, 
By ſo diſtinguiſhing a Judgment aw'd, 
The Thebans tremble, and confeſs the God. 


With Pleaſure all the hideous Trunk ſurvey 3 8 


The End of the Third Book. 
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4, ET fill Alvithaa, met: retunins, 
7 And, Barcþny fil, and all his Rites- 
VA A 5 
roo rad, and molly bold, ſhe bids- 
| him prove . 1 
5 " Himſels 2 God no ns dete. ; 
Her Siſters, t00, ungnimous Ages. eee 
Faithful Aſſociates in Impiet . 

be this a ſolemn Feaſt, the, Priefi.bad W 
be, vith each, Miſtreſs, unemplay'd each Maid. 
With Skins of Beaſts your. tendar Limbs. i 5 
Ang with an my Cr adorn your Brows, 
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The leafy Thyrſus high in Triumph bear, 

And give your Locks to wanton in the Air. 
Theſe Rites profan'd, the holy Seer foreſhowd 

A mourning People, and a vengeful God. 

' - Matrons, and pious Wives Obedience ſhow, 

Diſtaffs, and Wooll, half ſpun, away they throw; 

Then Incenſe burn, and, Bacchus, thee adore, 

Or loy'ſt theu'Ny/Tus, or Lyev: more? 

o! doubly got, O! doubly born, they ſung, 

Thou mighty Bromius, hail, from Light'ning ſprung! 

Hail, Then! Elelius ! each Name is thine: 

Or liſten Parent of the genial Vine! 

Tacchus ! Evan! loudly they repeat, 

And not one Greecian Attribute forget, 

Which to thy Praiſe, Great Deity, belong, 

stil'd juſtly Liber in the Roman song. 

Eternity of Youth is thine! enjoy + 

Tears roul'd on Years, yet ſtill a blooming Boy. 

In Heay*n thou ſhin'ſt with a ſuperior Grace; 

Conceal thy Horns, and *tis a Virgin's Face. 

Thou taught'ſt the tawny Indian to obey, 

And Ganges, ſmoothly flowing, own'd thy Sway. 

Lycurgus, Pentheus, equally profane, 

By thy juſt. Vengeance equally were ſlain. 

By thee the Tuſcans, who conſpir'd to keep 

Thee Captive, plung'd, and cut with Finns the Deep 

With painted Reins, all-glitt'ring from afar, 

The ſpotted Lynxes proudly draw thy Car. 

Around, the Bacche, and the Satyrs throng ; 

Behind, 'Silenws, drunk, lags ſlow along: 


On 
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on his dull Aſs he nods from Side to Side, 
Forbears to fall, yet half forgets to ride. 
Still at thy near Approach, Applauſes loud 

Are heard, with Yellings of the Female Crowd. 
Timbrels, and Boxen Pipes, with mingled Cries, - + 
Swell up in Sounds confus'd, and rend the Skies. 
Come, Bacchus, come propitious, all implore, & 10 
And act thy ſacred Orgies o'er and o'er. 

But Mineus Daughters, while theſe Rites were pay'd, 
At home, impertineatly buſie, ſtay'd, 8 
Their wicked Tasks they ply with various Art, 
And thro' the Loom the ſliding Shuttle dart; 
Or at the Fire to comb the Wooll they ſtand. 
or twicl the Spindle with a dext'rous Hand. 
Guilty themſelves, they force the Guiltleſs in; 
Their Maids, who ſhare the Labour, thare the Sin. 
At laſt one Siſter cries, who nimbly knew, _ 
To draw nice Threads, and winde the fineſt Clue, 
While others idly rove, and Gods reyere, 

Their fancy'd Gods! they know not who, or where; 
Let us, whom Pallas taught her better Arts, 
| Still working, cheer with mirthful Chat our Heatts, 

And to deceive the Time, let me prevail 
With each by turns to tell ſome antique rale. 
She ſaid: her Siſters lik d the Humour well, 
And ſmiling, bad her the firſt >rory tell. 

But the awhile profoundly ſeem'd to muſe, 
Ferplex*d amid Variety to chuſe: 
And knew not, whether ſhe ſhould ficſt relate 


| The poor Dircetis, and her wond'rous Fate. 
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The Palaſtinst believe it to 8 Man, 
And ſow the Lake, in which het Scales began. 
Or it the rather ould the Daughter fing, 

Who in the hoary Verge of Life took Wing; 
Who ſoar d from Earth, and dwelt in Tow'rs on high, 
And now a Dove, ſhe flits along the Sky, 

Or how lewd Najs, when ber Luſt was cloy'd, 

To Fithes turn'd the Youths, ſhe had enjoy'd, 
Ry pow'eful Verſe, and Herbs; Effect moſt ſtrange! 
At laſt the Changer thar'd herſelf the Change. 
Ot how the Tree, which once white Berries bore, 
Still crimſon bears, ſince ſtain' d with crimſon Gor, 
The Tree was new; ſhe likes it, and begins 

To tell the Tale, and as the tells, che ſpins. 


The Story of PYRAMUS aud T n1s BE. 


In Babylon, where firſt her Queen, for State 
Aais'd Walls of Brick magnificently great, 
Liyd Pyramus, and Thisbe, lovely Pair! 

Je found no Eaftern Youth his Equal thete, 0 
And ſhe beyond the faireſt Nymph was fait. 

A clofex Neighbourhood was never known, 
Tho' two the Houſes, yet the Roof was one. 
Acquaintance grew, th' Acquaintance they improve 
To Friendſhip, Friendſhip ripen d into Love: 
Love had been cxown'd, but impotently mad, 
What Parents could not hinder, they forbad. 

For with fierce Flames young Pyramus (till burn'd, 
And gratcful Thivbe Flames as fiecce return'd. 
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Aloud in Words their Thoughts they dare not break 
zut ſilent ſtand, and ſilent Looks can ſpeak, 

The Fire of Love the more it is ſuppteſt, 

The more it glows, and rages in the Breaſt. 

When the Diviſion-wall was built, a Chink 

Was left, the Cement unobſery'd to ſhrink. 

80 flight the Cranny, that it ſtill had been 

For Centuries unt los d, becauſe unſeen. 

zut oh! what thing ſo ſmall, ſo ſecret lies, 
Which ſcapes, if form'd for Love, a Lover's Eyes? 
| Ev'n in this natrow Chink they quickly found 

A friendly Paſſage for a trackleſs Sound. 

| Safely they told their Sorrows, and their Joys, 

ln whiſper'd Murmurs, and a dying Noiſe. 

By turns to catch each other's Breath they ſtrove, 
And ſuck'd in all the balmy Breeze of Love. 

| Oft as on diff rent Sides they ood, they cry d, 

Malicious Wall, thus Lovers to divide! 

Suppoſe, thou ſhould'ſt awhile to us give Place 
To lock, and faſten in a cloſe Embrace: 

But if too much to grant ſo ſweet a Bliſs, 
Indulge at leaft the Pleaſure of a Kiſs. 

we ſcorn Ingratitude: To thee, we know, 

This ſafe Conveyance of our Minds we oe. 

Thus they their vain Petition did renew 
Till Night, and then they ſoftly figh'd Adieu. 
But firſt they ſtrove to kiſs, and that was all; 
Their Kiſſes dy'd untaſted on the Wall. 
$00n as the Morn had o'er the Stars prevail'd, 
and warn'd by Phabws, Flow'rs their Dews $ exhal's, 
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The Lovers to their well-known Place return, | 
Alike they ſuffer, aud alike they mourn, 
At laſt their Parents they reſolye to cheat, 
(if to deceive in Love be call'd Deceit) 
To ſteal by Night from home, and thence unknown 
To ſeek the Fields, and quit th' unfaithful Town, 
But to prevent thelr wand'ring in the Dark, 
They both agree to fix upon a Mark; 
A Mark, that could not their Deſigns expoſe: 
The Tomb of Ninds was the Mark they. choſe, 
There they might reſt ſecure beneath the Shade, 
- Which Boughs, with ſnowy Fruitencumber'd, made; 
A wide-ſpread' Mulberry its Riſe had took 
Juſt on the Margin of a gurgling Brook. 
Impatient for the friendly. Dusk they ſtay; | 
And chide the Slowneſs of departing Day; 
In Weſtern Seas down ſunk at laſt the Light, 
From Weſtern Seas up-roſe the Shades of Night. 
The loving Thicbe ev*n prevents the Hour, 
With cautious Silence ſhe unlocks the Door, 
And veils her Face, and marching thro” the Gloom 
- Swiftly arrives at th* Aſſi ignation- Tomb. 
For ſtill the fearful Sex can fearleſs prove; 
Boldly they act, if ſpirited by Love: | 
When Io? a Lioneſs ruſh'd o'er the Plain, 
Grimly beſmear'd with Blood of Oxen ſlain: 
And what to the dire Sight new Horrors brought, 
To lake her Thirſt the neighb'ring Spring ſhe ſought, 
Which, by the Moen, when trembling Thisbe ſpies, 
Wing d with her Fear, ſwift, as the Wind, the flies; 
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And in a Cave recovers from her Fright, 

But drop'd her Veil, confounded in her Flight. 

When ſated with repeated Draughts, again 

The Queen of Beaſts ſcour'd- back along the Plain, 

the found the Veil; and mouthing it all o'er,” 

With bloody Jaws the lifeleſs Prey ſhe tore. ; 
The Youth, who could not cheat his Guards ſo ſoon, 
Late came; and noted by the glimm' ring Moon 

| Some ſavage Feet, new printed on the Ground, 

His Cheeks turn'd pale, his Limbs no Vigour found: 

But, when advancing on, the Veil he ſpied * 

Diſtain'd with Bloed, and ghaſtly torn, he crie l, 

one Night mall Death to two young Lovers give; 
But- he defery'd unnumber'd Years to live! 

;Tis I am guilty, I have thee betray'd, 

Who came not early, as my charming Maid, 
Whatever ſlew-thee, I the Cauſe remain, 

I nam'd, and fix d the Place, where thou waſt lain, 

Ye Lions from your neighb'ring Dens repair, 

Pity the Wretch, this impious Body tear ! 

But Cowards thus for Death can idly crie; 

The Brave till have it in their Pow*r to die. 
Then to th' appointed Tree he haſtes away, 

The Veil firſt gather'd, tho' all rent it lay: 

The Veil all rent, yet ſtill it ſelf endears, 

Ke kiſt, and kiſſing, waſh'd it with his Tears. 

Tho' rich (he cry'd) with many a precious Stain, 

Still from my Blood a deeper Tincture gain. 

Then in his Breaſt his ſhining Sword he drown'd, 

And fell ſupine, extended on the Ground, | 
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As out again the Blade he dying drew, | 

Out ſpun the Blood, and ſtreaming upwards flew. 

So if a Conduit-pipe e'er burſt you ſaw, 

| gift ſpring the guſbing Waters thro' the Flay : 

Then ſpouting in a Bow, they riſe on high, 

And a new Fountain plays amid the Sky, 

The Berries, ſtain'd with Blood, began to how 

A dark Complexion, and forgot their Snow ; 

While fatten'd with the flowing Gore, the Root 

Was doom'd for ever to à purple Fruit. 
Mean time poor Thiabe fear'd, ſo long the ſtay d, 

Her Lover might ſuſpe& a perjur'd Maid. 

Her Fright ſcarce o'er, ſhe ſtrove the Youth to find 

With ardent Eyes, which ſpoke an ardent Mind. 

Already in his Arms, the hears him ſi gh 

At her Deſtcution, which was once fo nigh. 

The Tomb, the Tree, but not the Fruit the knew, 

The Fruit ſhe doubted for its alter'd Hue. 

still as ſhe doubts, her Eyes a Body found 

Quiv'ring in Death, and gaſping on the Ground. 

She ſtarted back, the Red hes Cheeks forſook, 

And ev'ry Nerve with thrilling Horrors ſhook, 

So trembles the ſmooth Surface of the Seas, 

If brum' d o'er gently with a rifing Breeze. 

But when her View her bleeding Love confeſt, 

She ſhriek d, ſhe tore her Hair, ſhe beat her Breaſt 

She rais'd the Body, and embrac'd it round, 

And bath'd with Tears unfeign'd the gaping Wound, 

Then her warm Lips to the cold Face apply'd, 

And is it thus, ah! thus we meet, ſhe cry d! 
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My Pyramus ! whence ſprung thy eruel Fate? 

My Pyramus ! ah! ſpeak, cer tis too late. 
1, thy own' Thisbe, but one Word implore, 

One Word thy Thisbe never ask'd before. 

At Thisbe's Name, awak'd, he open'd wide L 


His dying Eyes; with dying Eyes he try'd: 
on her to dwell, but clos'd them ſlow, and dy'd: 

The fatal Cauſe was now at laſt explor'd, 
Her Veil ſhe knew, and ſaw his ſheathleſs Sword: 
From thy own Hand thy Ruin thou haſt found, 
She ſaid, but Love firſt taught that Hand to wound, 
Ey'n 1 for thee as bold a Hand can ſhow, | 
And Love, which ſhall as true direct the Blow. 
1 will againſt the Woman's Weakneſs ſtrive, 
And never thee, lamented Youth, ſurvive. 
The World may fay, I caus' d, alas! thy Death, 
But ſaw thee breathleſs, and reſiga'd my Breath. 
Fate, tho? it conquers, ſhall no Triumph gain, 
Fate, that divides us, ſtill divides in vain. 

Now, both our cruel Parents, hear my Pray'r, 
My Pray'r to offer for us both 1 dare; 
Oh! ſee our Aſhes in one Urn confin'd, 
Whom Love at firſt, and Fate at laſt has join'd. 
The Bliſs, you envy'd, is not our Requeſt ; 
Lovers, when dead, may ſure together reft. 
Thou, Tree, where now one lifeleſs Lump is laid, 
Fer long oer two ſha't caſt a friendly Shade. 
Still let our Loves from thee be underſtood, 
Still witneſs in thy purple Fruit our Blood. 
She ſpoke, and in her Boſom plung'd the Sword, 
All warm and reeking from it's flaughter'd Lord, 
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The Pray'r, which dying Thisbe had prefert' d. 
Both Gods and Parents with Compaſſion bet 
The Whiteneſs of the Mulberry, ſoon fied, 125 

And rip'ning, ſadden'd in a dusky Red: 

While both their Parents their loſt Children mourn, 
And mix their Afbes in one golden Urn, 
Thus did the melancholy Tale conclude, 

And a ſhort, ſilent Interval enſu'd. | 
The next in Birth unloos'd ker artful Tongue, 
And drew attentive all the Sifter-Throng, 


The Story of LEUCOTHOE and the Sbx. 


The Sun, the Source of Light, by Beauty's Pow'r 
Once am'rous grew; then hear the Sun's Amour. 
Venus, and Mars, with his far-piercing Eyes 
This God firſt ſpy d; this God firſt all things ſpies, 
Stung at the Sight, and ſwift on Miſchief bent, 

To haughty Funo's ſhapeleſs Son he went: 

The, Goddeſs, and her God-Gallant betray'd, 
And told the Cuckold, where their Pranks were play'd 
Poor Vulcan ſoon deſir'd to hear no more, 

He drop'd his Hammer, and he ſhook all o'er: 
Then Courage takes, and full of vengeful Ire 
He heaves the Bellows, and blows. fierce the Fire. 
From liquid Braſs, tho” ſure, yet ſubtle Snares 
He forms, and next a wond'rous Net piepares, 
Drawn with ſuch curious Art, ſo nicely ſly, 
Unſeen the Maſhes cheat the ſearching Eye. 
Not half ſo thin theix Webs the Spiders weave, 
Which the moſt wary, buzzing Prey deceive. 
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Theſe Chains, obedient to the Touch, he ſpread 
In ſecret Foldings o*er the conſcious Bed: 
The conſcious Bed again was quickly pteſt 
By the fond Pair, in lawleſs Raptures bleſt. 
| Mars wonder'd at his Cytherea's Charms, 
More faſt than ever lock'd within her Arms. 
While Vulcan th' Iv'ry Doors unbarr'd with Care, 
Then call'd the Gods to view the ſportive Pair: 
The Gods throng'd in, and ſaw in open Day, 
Where Mars, and Beauty's Queen, all naked, lay. 
O! ſhameful Sight, if hameful that we name, 
| Which Gods with Envy view'd, and could not blame, 
| But for the Pleaſure wiſh'd to bear the Shame, 
Each. Deity, with Laughter tir'd, departs, + 
| Yet all ſtill laugh d at Vulcan in their Hearts. 

Thro' Heay'n the News of this Surprizal run, 
But Venus did not thus forget the Sun. 
Be, who ſtol'n Tranſports idly had-betray*d; 
By a Betrayer was in kind repay d. 
What now avails, great God, thy piercing Blaze, 
That Youtb, and Beauty, and thoſe golden Rays? 
Thou, who can ſt warm this Univerſe alone, 
Feel ſt now & Warmth more pow fful than thy own : 
And thoſe bright Eyes, which all things ſnould ſurvey, 
Know not from fair Leucot hie to ſtray. 
The Lamp of Light, for human Good . 
ls to one Virgin niggardly confin d- 
Sometimes too early riſe thy Eaftesn Beams, 
Sometimes too late they ſet in Weſtern Streams * 
'Tis tuen her Beauty thy ſwift Courſe delays, 
And pives to Winter Skies long Sammer Days 
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Now in thy Face thy love · ſick Mind appears, 
And ſpreads thro” impious Nations empty Fears: 
For when thy beamleſs Head is wrapt in Night, 
Poor Mortals tremble in deſpair of Light. 
"Tis not the Moon, that o'er thee caſts a Veil, 
*Tis Love alone, which makes thy Looks ſo pale. 
Lencothge is grown thy only Care, 
Not Phacton's fair Mother now is fair. 
The youthful Modes moves no tender Thought, 
And beauteous Porſa is at laſt forgot. 
Fond clytid, ſcorn' d, yet lov'd, and ſought thy Bed, 
Ev'n then thy Heart for other Virgins bled, 
Lewcothoe has all thy Soul poſſeſt, | 
And chas'd each rival Paſſion from thy Breaſt. 
To this bright Nymph Eurynemò gave Birth 
In the bleſt Confines of the ſpicy Earth. 
Excelling others, te herſelf beheld 
By her own blooming Daughter far excell'd. 
The Sire was Orchamus, whole vaſt Command, 
The Sev'nth from Belus, rul'd the Perſian Land. 
Deep in cool Vales, beneath th' Heſperian Sky, 
For the Sun's fiery Steeds the Paſtures lye. 
«Ambrofis there they eat, and thence they gain 
New Vigour, and their daily Toils ſuſtain. 
While thus on heav'nly Food the Courſers fed, 
And Night, around, her gloomy Empire fpread, + 
The God aſſum'd the Mother's Shape, and Air, 
And paſs' d, unheedad, to his darling Fair. 
Claſe by a Lamp, with Maids encompaſs d zoutd, 
The Rofal Spinſter, full-employ d, he found: 
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Then ery d, A-while from Work, my Daughter, reſt; 
And, like a Mother, ſcarce het Lips he preft. 
setvants, retire ! ---- nor Sectets dare to hear 
lntruſted only to a Daughtcr's Ear. 
They ſwift obey d: Not one, ſuſpicious, thought 
The Secret, which their Miſtreſs would be taught- 
Then he: Since now no Witneſſes are near, 
zehold! the God, who guides the various Tear? 
| The World's vaſt Eye, of Light the Source ſerene, 
Who all things ſees, by whom are all things ſeen. 
Believe me, Nymph! (for I the Truth have ſhow'd) 
Thy Charms have Pow'r to charm ſo great a God. 
Confus'd, ſhe heard him his ſoft Paſſion tell, : 
And on the Floor, untwirl'd, the Spindle fell: 
Still from the ſweet Confyfion ſome new Grace 
Bluſh' d out by ſtealth, and languiſh'd in her Face. 
The Lover, now inflam'd, himſelf put on, 
And out at once the God, all-radiant, none. 
The Virgin ſtartled at his alter'd Form, | 
Too weak to bear a God's impetuous Storm: «<5 . 
No more againſt the dazling Youth the ſtrove, | 
But ſilent yielded, and indulg'd his Love. 

This ciytis knew, and knew ſhe was undone, 
Whoſe Soul was fix'd, and doated on the Sun. 
She rag d to think on her neglected Charms, 
And Phebus, panting in another's Arms. 
With envious Madneſs fir d, the flies in haſte, | 
And tells the King, his Daughter was unchaſte. 
The King, incens'd to hear his Honour ſtain'd, 
No more the Father, nor the Man retain'd, 
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In vaia ſhe ſtretch'd her Arms, and turn'd her Eyes 
To hex lov'd God, th? Enlight'ner of the Skies, 
In vain the own'd, it was a Crime, yet ſtill 
It was a Crime not ated by her Will. 
The brutal Site ſtood deaf to ey' ry Pray? "A 
And deep in Earth entomb'd alive the Fair. 
What Phæbus could do, was by Phabus done, 
Full on her Grave with pointed Beams he ſhone: 
To. pointed Beams the gaping Earth gave way, 
Had the Nymph Eyes, her Eyes had ſeenthe Day, | 
But lifeleſs now, yet lovely fill, the lay. 
Not more the God wept, when the World was fir d, 
And in the Wreck his blooming Boy expir' d. 
The vital Flame he ſtrives to light again, 
And warm the frozen Blood in ev'ry Vein? ! 
But ſince reſiſtleſs Fates deny'd that Pow'r, 
On the cold Nymph he rain'd a Nectar -o ' 
Ah! undeſerving thus (he ſaid) to die, 
Yet till in Odoutrs thou ſhalt reach, the Sky. 
The Body ſoon diſſolv'd, and all around 
perfum' d with heav'nly Fragrancies the Ground. 
A Sacrifice for Gods up- roſe from theuce, 
A ſweet, delightful Tree of Erankincenſe. 


The Ti ram;furmazion of CLYTIE, 


Tho! guilty chris thus the Sun hetray'd, 
By toe much Paſſion ſhe was guilty made. 
Exceſs of Love begot Exceſs of Grief, 


Grief fondly bad her heuce to hope Relief. 
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But angry Phabus hears, unmoy'd, her Sighs, 
And ſcornful from her loath'd Embraces flies. 
All Day, all Night, in trackleſs Wilds, alone 
She pin'd, and taught the liſt' ning Rocks her Moam, - 
on the bare Earth ſhe lies, her Boſom bare, 
| Looſe her Attire, diſhevel'd is her Hair. 
Nine times the Morn unbarr'd the Gates of Light, 
As oft were ſpread th' alternate Shades of Night, 
So long no. Suſtenance the Mourner knew, 
Unleſs ſhe drunk her Tears, or ſuck'd the Dew. 
the turn'd about, but roſe not from the round, 
| Turn'd to the Sun, till as. he roul'd his Round: 
On his bright Face hung her deſiting Eyes, 
Till fix'd to Earth, ſhe ſtrove in vain to riſe, 
Her Looks their Paleneſs-in a Flow'r retain'd, 
But here, and there, ſome purple Streaks they gain'd,. 
Still the lov'd Object the fond Leafs purſue, 
stil move their Root, the moving Sun to view, 
And in the Heliorrope the Nymph is true. 

The Siſters heard. theſe Wonders with Surpriſe,. 
But part receiy'd them, as Romantiek Lies; 
And pertly rally d, that they could not ſee 
In Pow'rs Divine fo vaſt an Energy. W 
Part own'd, true Gods ſuch Miracles might — 
Mt own'd not Bacchus, one among the True. 
At laſt a common, juſt Requeſt they make, 
And beg Alcithie her Turn to take. 
I will (the ſaid). and pleaſe you, if 1 can. 
Then thor. her Shuttle ſwift, and thus began. 

he. Eate of Daphnis is a Fate too known, N 
Whom au eaamour'd Nymph trans form' d te Stone, 
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Becauſe te fear'd another Nymph might ſee 
The lovely Youth, and love as much as the: 
30 ſtrange the Madneſs is of Jealouſte ! | 
Nor ſhall I tell, what Changes Seython made, 
And how he walk'd a Man, or tripp'd a Maid. 
You too would peeviſh frown, and Patience want 
To hear, how Celmis grew an Adamant. 
He once was dear to Fove, and ſaw of old 
Fove, when s Child, but what he ſaw, he told. 
Crocus, and Smitax may be turn'd to Flow'rs, 
And the Cureres ſpring from bounteous Show's; 
I paſs a hundred Legends ſtale, as theſe, 
: And with ſweet Novelty your Taſte will pleaſe, 


The Story of SAL MAC1S and HEN. 
, i. MASPHRODITVOS: 


By Mr. A DDiS on. 0 
How Salmacis, with weak enfeebling Streams 
Softens the Body, and unnerves the Limbs, 
And what the fecret Cauſe; ſhall here be chown; | 
The Cauſe is feeret, but th* Effect is known. | 
The Nsids nurſt an Infant heretofore, 
That Cytherea once to Hermes bore: 
From both th* Illuſtrieus Authors of his Race 
The Child was nam'd; norwas it hard to trace 5 
Both the bright Parents thro' the Infant's Face. 
When fifteen Years, in Ida's cool Retreat, 
The Boy had told, he left his Native Seat, 
And ſought freſh Fountains in a foreign Soil: 
The Pleaſure leſſen'd the attending Toil, 
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with cager Steps the: Lycian Fields he eroſt, 

And Fields that border on the Lye'an Coaſt; 

A River here he view'd ſo lovely bright, ; 

| It ſhew'd the Bottom in a fairer Light, 6 

Not kept a Sand cenceal'd from Human ſight, 

| The stream produc*'d nor ſlimy Ooze, ner Weeds, 

Mot mity Ruſhes, nos the ſpiky Reeds; 

| But dealt enriching Moiſture all around, | 

F The fruitful Banks with chearful Verdure cons 

| And kept the Spring Eternal on the Ground. 

A Nymph preſides, nor praftis'd in the Chace, 

Nor skilful at the Bow, nor at the Race; 

of all the Blue-ey d Daughters of the Main, 

The only Stranger to Diana's Train: 

Her Siſters often, as tis ſaid, wou'd ery 

« Fie Salmacis, what always idle? "fie, 

« Or take thy Quiver, or thy Arrows ſeize, 

And mix the Toils of Hunting with thy Eaſe. 
Nor Quiver ſhe nor Arrows &'er wou'd ſeize, 
Nor mix the Toils of Hunting witk her Eaſe. 

| But oft would bathe her in the Chryſtal Tide, 

Oft with a Comb: her dewy Locks divide; 

Now in the limpid Streams ſhe views her Face, 

And dreſt her Image in the floating Glaſs: 

On Beds of Leaves ſhe now-repos'd hex Limbs, 

Now gather d Elow'rs that grew about her Streams, 

And then by chance was gathering, as ſhe ood 

To view the Boy, and long d for what the view d. 
Fain wou'd ſhe meet the Youth with haſty Feet, 

dhe fain wou d meet him, but refus' d to meet 
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Before her Looks were ſet with niceſt Care, 
And well deſery'd to be reputed Fair. 
« Bright Youth, ſhe cries, whom all thy Features pro 
« A God, and, if a God, the God of Love; 
« But if a Mortal, bleſt thy Nurſe's Breaſt, 
« Bleſt are thy Parents, and thy Siſters bleſt: 
But oh how bleſt! how more than. bleſt thy Bride 
% Ally'd in Bliſs, if any yet ally'd. - 
® If ſo, let mine the ſtoln Enjoyments be; 
« If not, behold a willing Bride in me. 
| The Boy knew n of Love, and toucht with 
4 | „ SHAW: 
| | He ftxove, and bluſht, but till the Bluſh his 
In riſing Bluſhes ſtill freſh Beauties roſe; 
The ſunny Side of Fruit ſach Bluſhes ſhows, 
And ſuch the Moon, when all ter Silver White 
Turns in Eclipſes to a ruddy Light, 4 
The. Nymph till begs, if not a nobler Bliſs, 
A cold Salute at leaſt, a Siſter's Kiſs : 
And now prepares to take the lovely Boy 
Between her Arms. He, innocently coy, 
Replies, Or leave me to my ſelf alone, 
Lou xude uncivil Nymph, or I'll be gone. 
Fair stranger then, ſays: ſhe, it ſhall be ſo; 
And, for ſhe fear'd his Threats, the feign'd to go: 
But hid within a Cevert's neighbouring Green, 
She kept him till in fight, herſelf unſeen, 
The Boy now fancies all the Danger o'er, 
And innocently ſports about the Shore, 
' Playful aud. wanton to the Stream he trips, 
Aud dips his Foot, and ſhivers, as he dips, 


V. 


re 


The Coolneſs pleas'd him, and with eaget haſte 
His aicy Garments on the Banks he caſt ;. 

His Godlike Featurgy, and his Heav'nly Hue, 
And 4ll his Beauties were expos'd to View, 


while hotter Paſſions in her Boſom riſe, 
Plum in her Checks, and ſparkle in her Eyes. 


She longs, ſhe burns to claſp him in her Arms, 


Now all undreſt upon the Banks he ſtood, 


| And clapt his Sides, and leapt into the Flood: 
| His lovely Limbs the Silver Waves divide, 
His Limbs appear more lovely through the Tide; : 


As Lilies ſhut within a Chryſtal Caſe, 
Receive a gloſly Luſtre from the Glaſs. 


| He's mine, he's all my own, the Naid cxes, 


And flings off all, and after him the flies. 
And now the faſtens on him as he ſwims, 


The more the Boy reliſted, and was coy, 


The more ſhe clipt, and kiſt the ftrugling Boy. 
| S0 when the wrigling Snake is ſnatcht on high 


In Eagle's Claws; and hiſſes in the Sky, 


Around the Foe his twirling Tail he flings, 
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His naked Limbs the Nymph with Rapture ſpies, 8 


And looks, and ſighs, and kindles at his Charms. 


And holds him cloſe, and wraps about his Limbs, 


And twiſts her Legs, and wriths about her Wings. 


The reſtleſs Boy ſtill obſtinately trove 
To free himſelf, and ſtill refus'd her Love. 
Amidſt his Limbs the kept her Limbs intwin'd, 


And why, coy Youth, ſhe cries, why thus unkind ! 


q 


* Oh may the Gods thus keep us ever join'd: 
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« Oh may we never, neyer part again! 

So pray d the Nymph, nor did the pray in vain; 
For now ſhe finds him, as his Mmbs the preſt, 

_ Grow nearer ſtill, and nearer to her Breaſt; 
Till, piercing each the other's Fleſh, they run 
Together, and incorporate in One: 

Laſt in once Face are both their Faces join'd, | 
As when the Stock and grafted Twig combin'd 

. Shoot up the ſame, and wear a common Rind: 


Both Bodies in a ſingle Body mix, Tin 
4 ſingle Body with a double Sex. N 5 
The Boy, thus loſt in Woman, now ſarvey'd | Th 
The River's guilty Stream, and thus he pray d. Th 


_ (He pray d, but wonder d at his ſofter Tone, 
Surpriz d to hear a Voice but half his own) 
You Parent-Geds, whoſe Heav*nly Names I bei,, 
Hear your Hermaphrodite, and grant my Pray't; 
Oh grant, that whomſo'er theſe Streams contain, 
If Man he enter d, he may rife again 
Supple, unſinew d, and but half a Man! 
| The Heav'nly Parents anſwerd, from on high, 
Their two-ſhap'd Son, the double Vorary 
Then gave a ſecret Virtue to the Flood, 

And tipg'd its Source to make his Windes good. 


Contins/d by My. oss 


ALCLITHGE and ber Siſters transform'd 
to Bats. 


But Minen“ Daughters till their Tasks purſue, 
To Wickedueſs moſt obſtinately trus 
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At Bacchus ſtill they Laugh, when all around, | 

© vaſcen, the Timbrels hoarſe were heard to ſound, 

$ 5:ffron, and Myrrh their fragrant Odouts ſhed, 

And now the preſent Deity they dread. 

Strange to relate! Here lvy firſt was ſeen, 

Alopg the Diſtaff crept the wond'rous Green, 

Then ſudden-ſpringing Vines began to bloom, 

And the ſoft Tendrils curd around the Loom: 

While purple Cluſters, dangling from on high, 

Ting'd the wrought Purple with a ſecond Die. 

Now from the Skies was mot a doubtful Light, 

The Day declining to the Bounds of Night. 

The Fabrick's firm Foundations ſhake all o'er, 

Falſe Tigers rage, and figur'd Lions roar. 

Torches, aloft, ſeem blazing in the Air, 

And angry Flaſhes of red Lightnings glare. 

To dark Receſſes, the dire Sight to ſhun, s 

Sviſt the pale Siſters in Confuſion tun. | 

| 'Theit Arms were loſt in Pinions, as they fled, 

And ſubtle Films each flender Limb o et- ſpread. 

Theit alter d Forms their Senſes ſoon reveal'd; 

Theit Forms, how alter d, Darkneſs ſtill conceal'd. 

Cloſe to the Roof each, wond' ring, upwards ſprings, 

Bora en unknown, tranſparent, plumeleſs Wings. 
They (trove for Words; their little Bodies found 

No Words, but murmur'd in a fainting Sound, 

Is Towns, not Woods, the ſooty Batts delight, 

And never, till the Dusk, begin their Flight; 

Till Veſner riſes with his Ew'ning Flame; 

kiom whom the Reman: have deriv'd their Name. 
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The Transformation FINO and My. 
Lie E RT A 10 Sea: Gods. 


' The Pow'r of Bacchus now &er Thebes had floyy, 
With awful Rev? rence ſoon the God they own, 
Proud Ino, all around, the Wonder tells; obo 
And on het Nephew Deity ftill dwells; Kno 
Of num'rous 8 ſters, ſhe alone yet knew the 
No Grief, but Grief, which the from Sifters dier Wh 
Imperial Juno ſaw her with Diſdain, At 
Vain in her Offspring, in her Conſort vain, 
Who rul'd the ttembling Thebans with a Nod, 
But ſaw her vaineſt in het Foſter-God. 

Could then (ihe cry'd) a Baſtard-Boy have Po I 
To make a Mother her own Son deyour? 

Could he the Tuſcas Crew to Fiſhes change, 
And now three Siſters damn to Forms ſo. ſtrange? 
Yet ſhall the Wife of Jeve find no Relief? 

Shall the, ſtill unreveng' d, diſcloſe her Grief? 
Have I the mighty Freedom to complain? 

Is that my Pow'r? is that to eaſe my Pain? 

A Foe has taught me Vengeance; and who ought 
To ſcorn that Vengeance, which a Foe has taught! 
What ſure Deſtruction frantick Rage can throw, 
The gaping Wounds of ſlaughter'd Pentheus ſhow. 
Why ſhould not Ina, fir'd with Madneſs, ſtray, 


d 
—_ 


FFC 


Like her mad Siſters: her own Kindred lay, 

Why, the not follow, where they lead the way. 
Down a ſteep, yawning Cave, where Yews dilplay'd 

la Arches mect, and lead a baleful Shade, 
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Frhco' fileat, Labyrinths a Paſlage lies 

ro mournful Regions, aud infernal Skies. 

Were Styx exhales its noiſome Clouds, and here, 
Irhe fun ral Rites once paid, all Souls appear. 
gif Cold, and Horror with a ghaſtly Face 

And ſtaring Eyes, infeſt che dreary Place. 

| Ghoſts, new-arriv'd, and Strangers to theſe Plains, 
Know not the Palace, where grm Pluto reigns, . 
They journey doubrful, nor the Road caa tell, 

| Which leads to the Metropolis of Hell. 

A thouſand Avenues thoſe Tow'rs command, 

A thouſand Gates for ever open ſtand. 

As all the Rivers, diſembog d, find Room 

| For all their Waters in old Ocean's #omb : 

so this vaſt City Worlds of Shades receives, | 
| And Space for Millions ill of Worlds the leaves. 
The unbod) d Spectres freely rove, and ſhow | 
Whate er they lov'd on Earth, tney love below. 
The Lawyers ſtill, or right, or wrong, ſupport, 
The Courtiers ſmoothly glide to Plato's Court. 
Still airy Heroes Thoughts of Glory „ 
Still the dead Poet firings, his deathleſs Lyre, 
And Lovers ſtill with fanch d Darts expire. 

The Queen of Heav' n, to gratifie, her Hate, 8 of 
| And. ſooth immortal Wrath, forgets. her Stare. 85 | 
' Down from the Realms of Day, to Realms of Night, 
The Goddeſs ſwift precipitates her Flight. . 

At Hell arriv'd, the Noiſe Hell's Porter heard, 
Tb. enormous n Dog his tople 1 Head- up- cear d: 


/ 
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Thrice from three grizly Throats he how!'d profound, 
Then ſuppliant couch' d, and firetch'd along the 
Ground. ” 8 | 
The trembling Threſhold, which Serwrnis pref, 
The Weight of ſuch Divinity confeſt. 
Before a lofty, adamantine Gate, 
Which clos'd a Tow'r of Braſs, the Furies ſate: 
Miſ-ſhapen Forms, tremendous to the Sight, 
Th' implacable, foul Daughters of the Night. 
A ſounding Whip each bloody Siſter ſhakes, 
Or from het Trefles combs the curling Snakes, 
But now great Funo's Majeſty was known, 
Thro? the thick Gloom, all-heav*nly bright,the one: 
The hideous Monſters their Obedience ſhow'd, 
And riſing from their Seats, ſubmiſſive bow'd. 
This is the Place of Woe, here groan the Dead; 
Huge Tityus o'er nine Acres here is ſpread. 
Fruitful for Pain, th' immortal Liver bleeds, 
Still grows, and ftill th' inſatiate Vulture feeds, 
Poor Tantalus to taſte the Water tries, | 
But from his Lips the faithleſs Water flies: 
Then thinks, the bending Tree he can command, 
The Tree ftarts backwards, and eludes his Hand, 
The Labour too of 85 u is vain, 


Up the ſteep Mount he heaves the Stone with Pain, 
Down from the Summet rouls the Stone again. 
The Belides their leaky Veſſels ſtill | 
Are ever filling, and yet never fill: | 
Doom'd to this Puniſhment for Blood they thed, 
Fox Bridegrooms flaughter'd in the Bridal Bed, if 
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kretch'd on the rouling Wheel Zxien lies; 
Mimſelf he follows, and himſelf he flies. 
ion, tortur'd, Juno ſteruly ey d, 
Irben turn d, and toiling Siebes eſpy'd: 
aud why (ce ſaid) ſo wretched is the Fate 
of him, whoſe Brother proudly reigns in state? 
Yet ftill my Altars unador'd have been 
By Athemas, and his preſumptuous Queen. | 
| What caus'd her Hate, the Goddeſs thus confeſt, 
| What caus'd her Journey now was more than gueſt, 
That Hate, relentleſs, its Revenge did want, 
And that Revenge the Furies ſoon could grant : 
| They could the Glory of proud Thebes efface, 
| And hide in Ruin the Cadmear Race. 
For this the largely promiſes, entreats, 
And to Entreaties adds Impetial Threats, 

Then fell TifSphond with Rage was ſtung, 
And from her Mouth th' untwiſted Serpents flung. 
| To gain this trifling Boon, thete is no need 
(she cry d) in formal Speeches to proceed. 

Whatever thou command ſt to do, is done; 
believe it finiſh'd, tho* not yet begun. 

But from theſe melancholy Seats repair 

To happier Manſions, and to purer Air. | 
She ſpoke : The Goddeſs, darting upwards, flies, 
And joyous re- aſcends her native Skies: 
Nox enter d there, till round her Iris threw 
Ambroſial Sweets, and pour'd Celeſtial Dew. 

The faithful Fury, guikleſs of Delays, 

Wich exuel Haſte the dire Command obeys. 


/ 
/ 
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Girt in a bloody Gown, a Torch ſhe ſhakes, 


Wha! 
And round her Neck twines ſpeckled Wreaths A And 
Fear, and Diſmay, and agonizing Pain, (Snakes Give 
With frantick Rage, compleat her loveleſs Train, Wi And 


To Thebes het Fight the ſped, and Hell forſook; WM Mix 
At her Approach the Theban Turrets hook : 


The 
The Sun ſhrunk back, thick Clouds the Day oer ci The 
And ſpringing Greens were wither' d, as the paſt. Imp 


Now, diſmal Yellings. heard, ſtrange Spectres ſeg The 
Confound as much the Monarch, as the Queen. 
In vain to quit the Palace they prepar'd, 

| Tiſiphone was there, and kept the Ward. 


She wide extended her unfriendly Arms, Fr 
And all the Fury laviſh'd all her Harms, ot 
Part of her Treſſes loudly kiſs, and part | wi 
Spread Poyſon, as their forky Tongues they dat, Ag 
Then from her middle Locks two Snakes the dicy, As 
Whoſe Merit from ſuperior Miſchief grew : T} 
Th' envenom'd Ruin, thrown with ſpiteful Cate, St; 
Clung to the Boſoms of the hapleſs Pair. A 
The hapleſs Pair ſoon with wild Thoughts were fird, A 
And Madneſs, by a thouſand ways inſpir'd. A 
Tis true, th' unwounded Body ſill was ſound, T 
\ But 'twas the Soul, which felt the deadly Wound, 1 
Nor did th' unſated Monſter here give oer, 1 
But dealt of Plagues a freſh, unnumber'd Store. 6 
Each baneful Juice too well the underſtood, ( 
Foam, churn'd by Cerberus, and Hyara's Blood. 1 
Hot ti emlock, and cold Aconite ſhe choſe, 1 


Delighted in Variety of Woes, 12 
Whatevet! WM | 
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Whatever can untune th' hatmonious Soul, A 
And its mild, reas ning Faculties controul, 
Give falſe Ideas, raiſe Deſires profane, 

And whitl in Eddies the tumultuous Brain, 

Mix'd with curs'd Art, the direfully around 

Thro' all their Nerves diffus d the ſad Compound. 

(WS Then toſs'd her Torch in Cireles ſtill the ſame, 

Improv'd their Rage. and added Flame to Flame. 
1 The grinning Fury her own Conqueſt ſpy'd, 
And to her rueful Shades return'd with Pride, 
And threw th' exhauſted, uſeleſs Snakes aſide. 
Now Athamas Cries out, his Reaſon fled, 
Here, Fellow hunters, let the Toils be ſpread. 
I ſaw a Lioneſs, in queſt of Food, ; 
| With her two Young, run roaring in this Wood. | 

Again the fancy'd Sayages were ſeen, 

As thro* his Palace ſtill he chac'd his Queen; 

Thea tore Learchus from her Breaſt: The Child 

Stretch'd little Arms, and on it's Father ſmil'd: 


V. 
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A Father now: no more, who now begunn 
Around his Head to whirl his giddy Son, : 
And, quite inſenuble to Nature's Call. 


4 


The helpleſs Infant flung 4gainſt the Wall. 
The ſame mad Poyſon in the eee 
' Young Melicerta in het Arms the caught, 

And with diſorder'd Treſſes, nowling, flies, 

0! Bacchus, Evge, Bacchus ! loud ſhe cries. 

The Name of Bacchus Funo laugh'd to hear, 

And ſaid, thy Foſter-God has coft thee dear. 
A Rock there ſtood, whoſe Side the beating Waves 

Had long conſum' d, and hollow'd into Caves. 
You I. - K 
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The Head thot forwards in a bending Steep, 
And caſt a dreadful Covert o'er the Deep. 
The wretched Ine, on Deſtauction bent, 
Climb'd up the Cliff; ſuch Strength her Fury len 
Thence with her guiltleſs Boy, who wept in vain, 
At one bold Spring the plung'd into the Main, 
Her Neice's Fate touch'd Crhberea's Breaſt, 
And in ſoft Sounds ſhe Neptwne thus addreſt. 
Great God of Waters, whoſe extended Sway 
3s next to his, whom Heav'n and Earth obey: 
Let not the Suit of Venus thee diſpleaſe, 
Pity the Ploaters on th' Ienian Seas. 
Encreaſe thy Subject- Gods, nor yet diſdain 
To add my Kindsed to that glorious Train. 
if from the Sea 1 may ſuch Honours claim, 
If 'tis Deſert, that from the Sea I came, 
As Greecian Poets artfully have ſung, 
And ia the Name confeſt from whence I ſprung, 
Pleas d Neprwne nodded his Aſcent, and free 
Both ſoon became from trail Mortality. 
He gave them Form, and Majeſty Divine, 
And bad them glide along the foamy Brine. 
For Meliterta is Pa lumon known, | 
And Ine once, Leucothüe is grown. 


The Transformation of the THERHAN Matron.. 


The Theban Matrons their lov'd Queen purſu'd, 
And tracing to the Rock, her Footſteps view'd. 
o certain of her Fate, they zend the Skies 
With piteous Shrieks, and lamentable Cries. 
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All beat their Breaſts, and Juno all upbraid, 
who ſtill remember d 2 deluded Maid: 
Who, ill revengeful for one ſtol'n Embrace, 
| | Thus wreak' d her Hate on the Cadmian Race. 
This Juno heard; And fhall ſuch Elfs, the cry' d- 
biſpute my Juſtice, or my Pow'r deride? 

E You too ſhall feel my Wrath not idly ſpent; 

© A Goddeſs never for Inſults was meant. 

* She, who lov'd moſt, and who moſt lov'd had been, 

| Said, Not the Waves ſhall part me from my Queen. 

| She (trove to plunge into the roaring Flood; 
Fix'd to the Stone, a Stone herſelf ſhe ſtood. 

This, on her Breaſt would fain her Blows repeat, 
Her Riffen'd Hands refus'd her Breaſt to beat. 

That, ſtretch'd her Arms unto the Seas; in vain 
Her Arms ſhe labour'd to unſtretch again. 

To tear her comely Locks another try'd, 

Both comely Locks, and Fingers petrify'd. 

Part thus; but Juno with a ſofter Mind | 
Part doom'd to mix among the feather'd Kind. 
Transform'd, the Name of Theban Birds they keep, 
And skim the Surface of that fatal Deep. 


Capuus and bis QUEEN zransforin'd 
to Jerpents. 


Mean time, the wretched cadmus mourns, nor knows, 
That they who mortal fell, immortal roſe. 
With a long Series of new Ills oppreſt, 
He droops, and all the Man forſakes his Breaſt. 
K 2 
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Strange Prodigies confound his frighted Eyes; 
From the fair City, which he rais'd, he flies: 

As if Misfortune not purſu'd his Race, | 
But only. hung o'er that devoted Place. 

Reſolv'd by Sea to ſeek ſome diſtant Land, 

At laſt he ſafely gain'd th' Iliyrian Strand. 
Chearleſs himſelf, his Conſort Kill he chears, | 
Hoary, and loaden'd both with Woes, and Year, 
Then to recount paſt Sorrows they begin, 

And trace them to the gloomy Origin. 

That Serpent ſure was hallo d, Cadmus cry d, 
Which once my Spear transfix d with fooliſh Pride; 
When the big Teeth, a Seed before unknown, 
By me along the wond'ring Glebe were ſown, 
And ſprouting Armies by themſelves o'erthrown , t 
If thence the Wrath of Heav'n on me is bent, 
May Heay'n conclude it with one ſad Event; 

To an extended Serpent change the Man: 

And while he ſpoke, the wiſt'd-for Change began, 
His Skin with Sea-green Spots was vary'd 'round, 
And on his Belly prone he preſt the Ground, 

He glitter'd ſoon with many a golden Scale, 
And his ſhrunk Legs clos'd in a ſpiry Tail. 
Arms yet remain'd, remaining Arms he fpread 
To his lov'd Wife, and human Tears yet ſhed. 
Come, my Harmonia, come, thy Face recline 
Don to my Face; till touch, what ſtill is mine. 
O! let theſe Hands, while Hands, be gently prol;, | 
x While yet the Serpent has not all pen. | 
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More he had ſpoke, but ſtrove to ſpeak in vain, 7 
© The forky Tongue refus'd to tell his Pain, 8 
And learn'd in Hiſſings only to complain. 

5 | Then ſhriek'd Harmonia, Stay, my Cadmus, ſtay, 

3 Slide not in ſuch a monftrous Shape away! 
beſtruction, like impetuous Waves rouls on, 

Where are thy Feet, thy Legs, thy Shoulders gone? 
Chang' d is thy Viſage, chang'd is all thy Frame; 
c(adnus is only cadmus now in Name. 

| Ye Gods, my cadmus to himſelf reſtore, 

or me like him transform; 1 ask no more. 

The Husband- Serpent ſhow' d, he ſtill had Thou ht, 
With wonted Fondneſs an Embrace he ſought; 
Play'd round her Neck in many a harmleſs Twiſt, 
And lick'd that Boſom, which, a Man, he kiſt. 
The Lookers on (for Lookers on there were) 
Shock'd at the Sight, half-dy*d away with Fear. 

The Transformation was again renew'd, 

And, like the Husband, chang'd the Wife they vies' d. 
Both, Serpents now, with Fold involy'd in Fold, 

To the next Covert amicably roul'd. a 
There curl'd they lie, or wave along the Green, 
Fearleſs ſee Men, by Men are fearleſs ſeen, 8 
Still mild, and conſcious, what they once have been. J 


"The Story of PERSEUS. 


Yet tho? this harſh, inglorious Fate they found, 
Each in the deathleſs Grandſon liy'd renown'd. 
Thro* conquer'd India Bacchus nobly rode, 

And Greece with Temples hail'd the conqu' ring God. 
K 3 | | 
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In Argos only proud Acriſius reign'd, 

Who all the conſecrated Rites profan'd. 
Audacious Wretch ! thus Bacchus to deny, 
And the great Thunderer's great Son deſie! 


Nor him alone: Thy Daughter vainly ftrove, | Fe 
Brave Perſeus of Celeſtial Stem to prove, And 
And herſelf pregnant by a golden Jove. Here 
Yet this was true, and Truth in time prevails; And 


Acriſius now his Unbelief bewailis. 

His former Thought, an impious Thought he found, 
And both the Heroe, and the God were own'd, 
He ſaw, already one in Heav'n was plac'd, | 
And one with more, than mortal Triumphe grac'd, 
The Victor Perſeus with the Gorgen-head, 

O'er Libyan Sands his airy Journey ſped. 

The gory Drops diſtill'd, as ſwift he flew, 

And from each Drop envenom'd Serpents grew, 
The Miſchiefs bxooded on the barten Plains, 
And Rill tht unhappy Fruitfulneſs remains. 


ATLAS zZransform'd 4% 4 Mountain. 


Thence Perſe, like a Cloud, by Stonms was driv'n; 
Thro' all th' Expanſe beneath the Cope of Heay'n 
The jarring Winds unable to controul, 

He ſaw the Southern, and the Northern Pole: 

And Eaſtward thrice, and Weſtward thrice was whitl'd, 
And from the Skies ſurvey'd the nether World. 

But when grey Ev'ning ſhow'd the Verge of Night, 

He fear d in Darkneſs to pusſue his Flights 
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| He pois'd his Pinions, and forgot to ſoar, ; 
And ſinking, clos'd them on th* Heſperian Shore: 
rhen beg'd to reſt, till Lucifer begun | 

ro wake the Morn, the Morn to wake the Sun. 

| flere Atlas reign'd, of more than human Size, 
And in his Kingdom the World's Limit lies, 

© Here Titan bids his weary'd Courſers ſleep, 

And cools the burning Axle in the Deep, 

E The mighty Monarch, uncontroul'd, alone, 
nis Sceptre ſways: no neighb'ring States are known, 
A thouſand Flocks ou ſhady Mountains fed, 

| A thouſand Herds o'er graſſy Plains were ſpread. 

| Herewond'rous: Trees their ſhining Stores unfold, 
Their ſhining Stores too wond'rous to be told, | 
Their Leafs, their Branches, and their Apples, Gold.“ 
Then. Perſeus the gigantick Prince addreſt, 

Humbly implor'd a hoſpitable Reſt. 

If bold Exploits thy Admiration fire, 

He ſaid, I fancy, mine thou wilt admire. 

Or if the Glory of a Race can move, 

Not mean my Glory, for 1 ſpring from Fave, 

At this Confeſſion Atlas ghaſtly ſtar d, 

Mindful of what an Oracle declar'd, 
That the dark Womb of Time conceal'd a Day, 
Which ſhould, diſclos'd, the bloomy Gold betray 
All ſhould at once be raviſh'd from his Eyes, 
And Fove's own Progeny enjoy the Prize. 

Fot this, the Fruit he loftily immur d, 

And a fierce Dragon the ſtrait Paſs ſecur d. 

For this, all Strangers he forbad to land, 
And drove them from th* inhoſpitable Strand, 
K 4 
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The riſing Phoſpher with a purple Light 
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To Perſeus then: Fly quickly, fly this Coaſt, 

Nor falſly dare thy Acts, and Race to boaſt, 
In yain the Heroe for one Night entreats, 
Threat*ning he ſtorms, and next adds Force to Threqty 
By Strength not Perſeus could himſelf defend, 
For who in Strength with. Atlas could contend? 
But ſince mort Reſt to me thou wilt not give, 

A Gift of endleſs Reſt from me receive. 
He ſaid; and, backward turn'd, no more conceal'd 
The Preſent, and Meduſa's Head reveal'd. 

oon the high Atlas a high Mountain ſtood, 
His Locks, and Beard became a leafy Wood. 
His Hands, and Shoulders into Ridges went, 
The Summit-head till crown'd the ſteep Aſcent, 
His Fones a folid rocky Hardneſs gain'd: 
He, thus immenſely grown, (as Fate ordain'd) 
The Stars, the Heav'ns, and alt the Gods fuſtain d. 


ANDROMEDA reſcued from the Sea-Monſter, 


F Now </£olus had with ſtrong Chains con fin d, 
And deep impriſon d ey'ry bluſt'ring Wind. 


Did fluggiſh Mortals to new Toils invite. 

His feet again the valiant Perſz#s plumes, 

And his keen Sabre in his Hand reſumes : 

Then nobly ſpurns the Ground, and upwards ſprings, 
And cuts the liquid Air with ſounding Wings. 
O'er various Seas, and various Lands he paſt, 

Till Athiopia's Shore appear'd at laft. 
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| | Andromeda was there, doom'd to attone 
By her own Ruin Follies not her own: 
And if Injuſtice in a God can be, 

uch was the Libyan God's unjuſt Decree. 


| His rapid Flight, to view the beauteous Maid. 
o ſweet her Frame, ſo exquiſitely fine, 
1 che ſeem'd a Statue by a Hand Divine, 
© Had not the Wind: her waving Treſtes thow'd, 
And down her Cheeks the melting Sorrows flow'd, 
ker faultleſs Form the Heroe's Boſom fires, 
f The more he looks, the more he ftill admires, 
| Thi Admicer almoſt had forgot to fly, 
| And ſwift deſcended, flutt'ring from on high. 
| O! Virgin, worthy no ſuch Chains to prove, 
| But pleaſing Chains in the ſoft Folds of Love; 
| Thy Country, and thy Name (he faid) diſcloſe, 
And give a true Rehearfal of thy Woes. 

A quick Reply her Baſhfulnefs refus'd, 
To the free Converfe of a Man unus d. 
Her rifing Bluſhes had Concealment found 
From her ſpread Hands, but that her Hands were bound: 
She ated to her full Extent of Pow'r, 
And bath'd her Face with a freſh, filent Show's. 
| But by degrees in Innocence grown bold, 
| Her Name, her Country, and her Birth the tod? 
And how ſhe ſufferd for her Mother's Pride, 
Who with the Nereids once in Beauty vy'd. 
Part yet untold, the Seas began to roar, 
And mounting Billows tumbled to the Shore, 
Ks 


a 


chain d to a Rock the ſtood; young Perſeus ſtay d 
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Of Help, they only lend their helpleſs Tears. 
Too long you vent your Sorrows, Perſeus ſaid, | 
Short is the Hour, and ſwift the time of Aid. 


Nor her alone they promiſe, but beſide, 


With their ſharp Beaks the whiten' d Ocean plough; 
80 when the Monſter mov'd, ſtill at his Back 


Above the Waves a Monſter rais'd his Head, 
His Body o'er the Deep was widely ſpread: 
Onward he flounc'd ; aloud the Virgin cries; 
Each Parent to her Shrieks in Shrieks replies, 
But me had deepeſt Cauſe to rend the Skies. 
Weeping, to her they cling ; no Sign appears 


In me the Son of thund'ring Fove behold, 
Got in a kindly Show*r of fruitful Gold. 
Meduſa's Snaky Head is now my Prey, 

And thro? the Clouds I boldly wing my Way. 
If ſuch Deſert be worthy of Eſteem, 

Add, if your Daughter 1 from Death redeem, 
Shall ſhe be mine? Shall. it not then be thought, 
A Bride, ſo lovely, was too cheaply bought? 
For her my Arms I willingly employ, 

If I may Beauties, which Lſave, enjoy. 

The Parents eagerly the Terms embrace, 
For who would ſlight ſuch Terms in. ſuch a Caſe? 


The Dowry of a Kingdom with the Bride. 
As well-rigg'd Gallies, which Slaves, ſweating, ro# 


The furrow'd Waters left a foamy Track. 

Now to the Rock he was adyanc'd fo nigh, 
Whirl'd from a Sling a Stone the Space would fp. 
Then beaunding, upwards the brave Perſeus ſprunß⸗ 
Aud in mid Air on hov'ting Pinions hung 


A. * 
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nis Shadow quickly floated on the Main, 5 


| The Monſter could not his wild Rage reſtrain, & 
In at the floating Shadow leap'd in vain, N 
As When 7s Bind, a ſpeckled Serpent ſpies, 
: © which in the Shine of Phwbns basking lies, 
: Vaſcen, he ſouſes down, and bears away; 
Truſs d from behind, the vainly hiſſing Prey. 
E To vrith his Neck the Labour nought avails, 
Joo deep th* insperial Talons pierce his Scales: 
: Thus the wing'd Heroe now deſcends, now ſoars, 
| And at his Pleafure the vaſt Monſter gores. | 
pull in his Back, fwift- ftooping from above 
| The cxooked- Sabre to its Hilt he drove, 
© The Monſter tag' d, impatient of the Pain, 
| Firſt bounded high, and then funk low again. 
Nou, like a ſavage Boar, when chaf*d with Wounds, 
| And bay'd with op'ning Mouths of hungry Hounds, 
| He on the Foe turns with collected Might, 
Who tilt eludes lim with an aity Flight 5 _ 
| And wheeling round, the fealy Armour tries 
Of his thick Sides; his thinner Tail now. plies: 
Till from repeated Strokes out-guſh'd a Flood, 
And the Waves redden d with the Rreaming Blood, 
At laſt the dropping Wings, befoam d all ober, 
With flaggy Heavineſs their Maſter bore?2? 
& Rock he ſpy'd, whoſe humble Head was low-w. 
Bate at an Ebb, but cover'd at a Flow, 
A ridgy Rold, he, thithes flying, gain'd, 
And with one Hand his bending Weight ſuſtain'd; 
With th' other, vig'rous Blows he dealt around, - 
And the Rome-thunſts the expiring Mouſtes own % 
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In deaf*ning Shouts the glad Applauſes riſe, 
And Peal on Peal runs ratl ing thro? the Skies. 
The Saviour-Youth the Royal Pair confeſs, (ble. 
And with heav'd Hands their Daughter's Bridegroom 
The beauteous Bride moves on, NOW loos'd from 
Chains, 1 | 
The Cauſe, and elt Rew * of 211 che Hetoe's Pains, 
Mean time, on Shore triumphant Perſe#s ſtood, ; 
And purg'd his Hands, ſmear'd with the Monſters N sveet 


| Blood: { And « 
Then in the Windings of a ſandy Bed frhe en 
Compos'd Meduſa's execrable Head. And 
But to prevent the Roughneſs, Leafs he threw, The! 
And young, green Twigs, which ſoft in Waters grew, And 
There ſoft, and full of Sap, but here, when lay'd, A Fe; 
Touch'd by the Head, that Softneſs ſoon. decay d. And 
The wonted Flexibility quite gone, The! 
The tende Scyons harden'd into Stone. | Mov' 
Freſh, juicy Twigs, ſurpriz d, the Nereids brought, Then 
Frefh, juicy Twigs the ſame Contagion caught. And 
The Nymphs the petrifying Seeds ſtill keep, Whic 
And propagate the Wonder thro' the Deep. And 
The pliant Sprays of Coral yet declare To k 


Their ſtiff ning Nature, when expos'd to Air. 
Thofe Sprays, which did, like bending Oſiers, move, 
Snatch'd from their Element, obdurate prove, 


And Shrubs beneath the Waves, grow Stones above. Th 
The great Immortals grateful. Perſeus prais d, Shou 
And to three Pow'rs three turfy Altars rais'd. Whe 
To Hermes this, and that he did aſſign He t 


To. Pallas: The mid Honours, Fove, were-thinet 
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lle haſtes for Pallas a white Cow to cull, 

A Calf for Hermes, but for-Feve a Bull. 

hen ſeiz'd the Prize of his. victorious Fight, 

Andromeda, and claim'd the Nuptial Rite. 

Andromeda alone he greatly ſought, 

The Dowry Kingdom was not worth his Thought, | 

| Pleas'd Hymen now his golden Torch diſplays ;. 

With rich Oblations fragrant Altars blaze. | 

sweet Wreaths of choiceſt Flow'rs are kung on high, 

And cloudleſs Pleaſure ſmiles in ev'ry Eye. | 

[The melting Muſick melting Thoughts inſpires, 

And watbling Songfters aid the watbling Lyres, 

The Palace opens wide in pompous. State, 

And by his Peers ſurrounded, cepheus ſate: 8 

A Feaſt was ſery'd, fit for @ King to give, : 

And fit for God-like Heroes to receive. F | 

| The Banquet ended, the gay, chearful Bowl | 1 

| Mov'd round, and brighten'd, andenlarg'd each —_  -- Y 

| Then Perſexs ask d, what Cuſtoms there obtain'd, mw 

And by what Laws the People were reſtrain . 
Which told; the Teller a like Freedom takes, 8 ä 


And to the Warrior his Petition makes, > 
| To know, what Arts had won. Meduſa's Snakes, 0 


The Story of MEDUSA“, Head. 


| The Heroe with, his juſt Requeſt complies, 
Shows, how a Vale beneath. cold Atlas lies, l 5 
Where, with aſpiring Mountains fenc'd around, 
He the two Daughters of old Phorcss found. 
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T hey, who have ſeen her, own, they ne er did trace 

More moving Features in a ſweeter Face, 

Yet above all, her Length of Hair, they own, 

In golden Ringlets wav'd, and graceful ſhone. 

Her Neptune ſaw, and with ſuch Beauties fir'd, 

Reſolv'd to compaſs, what his Soul deſir d. 

In chaſte Minerva's Fane, he, luſtful, ſtay d, 

And ſeiz'd, and rifled the young, bluſhing Maid. 
{The baſhful Goddeſs turn'd her Eyes away, 

Nor durſt ſuch bold Impurity ſurvey ; 

© But on the raviſh'd Virgin Vengeance takes, 

Her ſhining Hair is chang'd to hiſſing Snakes. 

| Theſe in her Ægis Pallas joys to bear, : 
The hiſſing Snakes her Foes more ſure enſnare, 

Than they did Lovers once, when ſhining Hair, 


The End of the Fourth Book. 
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De Story of pine commu,” 
MS HILL Pu een ein' with " | 


WA His Father Crphms at the nu bg 

— * | _ Count, 

81 | Within the Palace walls was herd 
aloud: .: 

[The z082ing voile of ſome nay Chandy 

Not like the Songs which chearful Friends prepare 

For nuptial Days, but Sounds that threaten'd Wat; 

had all the Pleaſures of this happy Feaft, 

To Tumult turn d, in wild Diſorder eeas d: - 

$0, when the Sea is calm, we often find 

A Storm rais'd ſudden by ſome furious Wind. 


f 


164 O VID — Bock y. 
Chief in the Riot Phincus firſt appear d, jy Serv 

The raſh Ringleader of this boift'rous Herd, 
And brandiſhing his brazen-pointed Lance, 
Behold, he ſaid, an injur'd Man advance, 

Stung with Reſentment for his raviſh'd Wife, 
Nor ſhall thy Wings, O Perſeus, fave thy Life; 
Nor Jeve himſelf; tho' we've been often told 
Who got thee in the Form of tempting Gold, 
His Lance was aim'd, when Cephens ran, and ſaid, 
Hold, Brother, hold; what brutal & ge has made 
Tour frantick Mind ſo black a Crime conceire? 


Are theſe the Thanks that you to Perſess give! and 5 
This the Reward that to his Worth you pay, But h 
Whoſe timely Valout ſay'd Andromeda? | Vafit 
Nor was it he, if you would reaſon right, let 
That fore d her from you, but the jealous Spight Who 
Of envious Nereids, and Fove's high Decree; Heac 
And that deyouring' Monſter of the Sea, Fron 
That ready with his Jaws: wide-gaping ſtood Whi 
| To eat my Child, the faireſt of my Blood. In c 
You loſt her then, when ſhe ſeem' d paſt Relief, B 
And wiſh'd perhaps her Death, to eaſe your Grief WW The 
With my AMiRions : Not content to view To 
Andromeda in Chains, unhelp'd by you, Bu 
Her Spouſe, and. Uncle ; will you grieve that ne . 
Expos'd his Life the dying Maid to free? Wi 
And ſhall you claim his Merit? Had you thought W 
Her Charms ſo great, you ſhou'd have bravely ſougit Wl T! 


That Bleſſing on the Rocks, where fix'd ſhe la): 
But now let Perſeus bear his Prize away, a 
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y Service gain d, by promis d Faith poſleſs*d; 
ro him 1 owe it, that my Age is bleſs d 

vill with a Child: Nor think that I prefer 
>-1{eus to thee, but to the Loſs of her. 

Phinews on him, and Per ſeus rouPd about 

Ris Eyes in filent Rage, and ſeem'd to doubt 
Which to deſtroy z till, reſolute at length, 

fe threw his Spear with the redoubled Strength 
is Fury gave him, and at Perſeus truck ; 

Jut miſſing Perſeus, in his Seat it ſtuck. 

Who, ſpringing nimbly up, return'd the Dart, 
and almoſt plung'd it in his Rivals Heart; 

But he, for Safety, to the Altar ran, 

Vafit Protection for ſo vile a Man; 
let was the Stroke not vain, as Watus found, 
ho in his Brow receiv'd a mortal Wound; 
Headlong he tumbled, when' his Skull was bak: i 
From which his Friends the fatal Weapon took, 
While he lay trembling, and his guſhing Blood 
ln etimſon Streams atound the Table flow'd. 

But this provok'd th' unruly: Rabbte worſe, 

They flung their Darts, and ſome in loud Diſcourſe 
To Death young Perſeus, and the Monarch n 
Zut cepheus left before the guilty Room, 

With Grief appealing to the Gods above, 

Who Laws of Hoſpitality approve, _ 

Who Faith protect, and ſuccour injur'd Right, 
That he was guiltleſs of this barb'rous Fight. 
Pallas her Brother Perſeus cloſe attends, 2 
And with her ample Shield from Harm defends, - 
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Ratſigg a ſprightly Courage in his Heart: 
But Indian Athis took the weaker Part, 
Born in the chryſtal Grottoes of the Sea, 
Limnate's Son, a Fenny Nymph, and the 
Daughter of Ganges; Graceful was his Mein, 
His Pe;fon lovely, and his Age Sixteen. 
His Habit made his native Beauty more; 
A purple Mantle fring d with Gold he wore; 
His Neck well; tutu'd with golden Chains was gn 
His Hair with Myrrh perfum'd, was nicely dreſy{ 
Tho? with juſt Aim he cou'd the Javelin throw, 
Yet with moxe skill he drew the bending Bo; 
And now was drawing it with artful Hand, 
When Perſeus ſnatching up a flaming Brand, | Was 
Whirl'd ſudden at his Face the burning Wood, Wl * 8 
Cruſh'd his Eyes in, and guench'd the Fire with Bod Ane 
Thre' the ſoft Skin the ſplinter'd Bones appear, It h 


And ſpoil'd the Face that lately was ſo fair. A 
| When Lycabas his Athis thus beheld, | Wit 
How was his Heart with friendly Horror fill'd! Au. 
A Youth ſo noble, to his Soul ſo dear, Th 
10 ſee his ſhapeleſs Look, his dying Groans to hen Ph 
He ſaatch'd the Bow the Boy was us'd to bend, Ne 
And cry d, With me, falſe iraytor, dare contend; i Te 
Boaſt not a Conqueſt o'er a Child, but try W 
Thy Strength with me, who all thy Pow'rs defy; T 
Nor think ſo mean an Act a Victory. 
While yet he ſpoke he flung the whizzing Dan, U 
Which piexc'd the plaited Robe, but miſs'd his Hear: WF I 
Perſeus defy'd, upon him fiercely preſs d C 


With Sword untheath d, and plung'd it in his Breil, 


Look V. Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 16 
His Eyes 0'erwheln'd with Night, he ſtumbling f ws, 


nd with bis lateſt Breath on Atlis calls; 


[p1eas'd that ſo near the lovely Youth he lies, 
Ine finks his Head upon his Friend, and dies. 
Next eager Phorbas, old Aauthias s Son, 


: came ruſhing forward with Amphimedan 
when the ſmooth Pavement, ſlippery made with Gore, 


Tiip'd up. their Feet, and flung em on the Floor; 


| The Sword of Perſaus, who by chance was nigh, 
| Prevents their Rife, and where they fall, they lye: 
Full in his Ribs Auphismadan he ſmote, 

And then ſtuck fiery Phorhas in the Throat. 


kumthus lifting up his Ax, tbe Blow 
Was thus prevented by his nimble Foe; 


A golden Cup he frizes, high emboſt, 


And at his Head the maſſy Goblet toſt: 15 
lt hits, and from his Forehead bruis'd rebounds, 


And Blood, and Brains he vomits from his Wonnds; 
With his lain Fellows on the Floor he lies, 


And Death for ever ſhuts his ſwimming Eyes. 
Then Palydamon fell, a Goddeſs-born; 


Phlegias, and Elygen with Locks unſborn 


| Next follow d; next, the Stroke of Death he gave 


To chytus, Alanis, and Lycans brave; | 
* o'er unnumber'd Heaps of ghaſtly Dead, 
The Argiue Heroe's Fee: triumphant tiead. 
But Phizeus ſtands aloof, and dreads to feel 
His Rival's Force, and flies his pointed Steel: 
Yet threw a Dart from far; by change it _ 
On Idas, who for ur, K 9 
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But wounded, ſternly thus to Phineus (aid, 
Since of a Neuter thou a Foe haſt made, 

This I return thee, drawing from his Side 

The Darts which, as he ſtrove to fling, he dy'd, 
Odites fell by Clymennss Sword, | 

The Cephen Court had not a greater Lord. 
Hypſeus his Blade does in Protenor ſheath, 
But brave Lyncides ſoon reveng'd his Death, 
Here too was old Emathion, one that fear'd 
The Gods, and in the Cauſe of Heav'n appear'd, 
Who only wiſhing the Succeſs of Right, 
And, by his Age, exempted from the Fight, 
Both Sides alike condemns; This impious War 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, he cries; theſe bloody Broils forbear, 
This ſcarce the Sage with high Concern had ſaid, | 
When Chromis at a Blow ſtruck off his Head, 
Which dropping, on the royal Altar roul'd, 

Still ſtaring on the Crowd with Aſpe& bold; 
And ftill it ſeem'd their horrid Strife to blame, 
In Life and Death, his pious Zeal the ſame; 

| While, clinging to the Horns, the Trunk expites, 
The ſever'd Head conſumes amidft the Fires. 
Then Phiseus, who from far his Javelin threw: 
Broteas and Ammon Twins and Brothers, flew; 
For knotted Gauntlets matchleſs in the Field ; 
But Gauntlets muſt to Swords and Javelins yield. 


Ampyeus next, with hallow'd Fillets bound, Le x 
As Ceres Prieft, and'with a Mitre crown'd, y 
His Spear transfix' d, and ſtruck 2 to the Ground. a 

O Tavetides. with Pain 1 tell x 


How you, ſweet * in the Niet fell; 
| What 


. 


nis Harp he held, tho' ſinking on the Ground, 


Book V. O'vip's Meramorphoſes. 169 


what worſe than brutal Rage his Breaſt could fill, 
who did thy Blood, O Batd Celeſtial, ſpill? 
Lindly you prefs'd amid the Princely Throng, 

To crown the Feaſt, and give the Nuptial Song: 
Diſcord abhort'd the Muſick of thy Lyre, 

Whoſe Notes did gentle Peace ſo well inſpire; 
mee, when fierce Pettalus far off eſpy d, 
Pefenceleſs with thy Harp, he ſcoffing cry'd, 

60; to the Ghoſts thy ſoothing Leſſons play; 
We loath thy Lyte, and ſcorn thy peaceful Lay: 
Aud, as again he fiercely bid him go, 

He piete'd his Temples with a mortal Blow. 


Whoſe Strings in Death his trembling Fingers found ö 
By chance, and tun'd by chance a dying Sound. 
With Grief Lycormas ſaw him fall from far, | 


| And, wreſting from the Door a maſſy Bar, 


Tull tin his Poll lays on a Load of Knocks, : 
Which ſtun him, and he falls like a devoted Ox. 
Another Bar 'Pelares would have ſnatch'd, 

But corythur his Motions Mly watch'd; "HE 

He darts his Weapon from a private Stand, 

And rivets to the Poſt his veiny Hand: 

When ſtrait a miſlive Spear transfix'd his Side, 


. By Abas thrown, and as he hung, he dy'd. 


Melaneus on the Prince's Side was lain z 
And Dorylas, who own'd a fertile Plain, 
Of Naſamenia's Fields the wealthy Lord, 


Whoſe crowded Barns could ſcarce contain theit 

A whizzing spear obliquely gabe a Blow, [Hoarh 

Stuck in his Groin, and piere' d the Nerves below; 
Vor. 1, L 
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His Foe beheld his Eyes convulſive roul, 
His ebbing Veins, and his departing Soul; 
Then taunting ſaid, Of all thy ſpacious Plains, 
This Spot thy only Property remains. 
He left him thus; but-had no ſooner left, 
Than Perſeus in revenge his Noſtrils cleft; 
From his Friend's Breaſt the murd ring Dart hedrey, 
and the ſame Weapon at the Murd' ter threw, 
His Head in halves the darted Javelin cut, 
And on each Side the Brain came iſſuing out. 
Fortune his Friend, his Deaths around he deals, 
And this his Lance, and that his Faulchion feels: 
Now Clytius dies; and by a diff*rent Wound. 
The Twin, his Brother clanis, bites the Ground. 
In his rent Jaw the bearded Weapon flicks, | 
And the ſteel'd Dart does Clytins? Thigh transfix, 
With theſe Mendeſian Celadon he flew: | 
And Aſtreus next, whoſe Mother was a Jew 
His Sire uncertain ; Then by Perſeus fell 
Athion, who cou'd things to come foretell; 
But now he knows not whence the Javelin flies 
That wounds his Breaft, nor by whoſe Arm he dies. 
The Squire to Phineus next his valour try'd, 
And fierce Agyrtes ſtain'd with Parricide. 
As theſe are ſlain, freh Numbers ſtill appear, 
And wage with Perſeus an unequal War ; 
To rob him of his Right, the Maid he won, 
By Honour, Promiſe, and Deſert his own. 
With him, the Father of the beauteous Bride, 
The Mother, and the frighted Virgin ſide ; 


wok V.  Ov1D's Metamorphoſer. 171 

vith Shrieks, and doleful Cries they rend the Air: 

Their Shrieks confounded with the Din of War, 

with claſhing Arms, and Groanings of the slain, 

They grieve unpitied, and unheard complain, 

The Floor with ruddy Streams Bellona ſtains, 

4nd Phineus a new War with double Rage maintains. 
Perſeus begirt, from all around they pour 

Their Lances on him, a tempeſtuous Show?r, 

umd all at him; a Cloud of Darts, and Spears, 

or blind his Eyes, or whiſtle round his Ears. 

Their Numbers to reſiſt, againſt the wal! 

He guards his Back ſecure, and dares them all. 

Hete from the Left Molpeus renews the Fight, 

And bold Ethemon preſſes on the Right: 

As when a hungry Tiger near him hears 

Two lowing Herds, awhile he both forbears; 

Not can his Hopes of This, or That renounce, 

$0 ſtrong he luſts to prey on both at once; 

Thus Perſeus now with That, or This is loath 

To var diſtin, but fain wou'd fall on Both. 

And firſt chaonian Molpeus felt his Blow, 

And fled, and never after fac'd his Foe; 

Then fierce Ethemon, as he turn'd his Back, 

| Hurried with Fury, aiming at his Neck, | 
His brandiſh'd Sword againſt the Marble truck, 5 


\ 


With all his Might; the brittle Weapon broke, 

And in his Throat the Poinc rebounding ſtuck, 

Too flight the Wound for Life to iſſue thence, 

And yet too great for Battle, or Defence ; 

His Arms extended in this piteous State, 

for Mercy he wou'd ſue, but ſues too late; 
L. 2 
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Perſeus has in his Boſom plung' d the Sword, | 

And, e're he ſpeaks, the Wound prevents the Word. 
The Crowds. encreaſing and his Friends diſtreſsd, 

Himſelf by warring Multitudes oppieſs 'd; 

Since thus unequally you fight, *tis time, 

He cry d, to puniſh your preſumptuous Crime; 

Beware, my Friends; his Friends were ſoon prepar d, 

Their Sight averting, bigh the Head he fear d, 5 

And Gorgon on his Foes ſeverely ftar'd. 

Vain Shift! ſays Theſcelus, with Aſpect bold, 

Thee, and thy Bugbear Monſter 1 behold 

With Scorn 5 he lifts his Arm, but e're he threw 

The Dart, the Heroe to a Statue grew. 

In the ſame Poſture ſtill the Marble ſtands, 

And holds the Warrior's Weapons in it's Hands, 

Amphyx, whom yet this Wonder can't alarm, 

Heaves at Lyncides* Breaſt his impious Arm; 

But, while thus daringly he preſſes on, 

His Weapon, and his Arm are turn'd to Stone. 

Next Nileus, he who vainly' ſaid he ow'd 

His Origin to Nze's prolifick Flood; 

Who on his Shield ſeven ſilver Rivers bore, 

His Birth to witneſs by the Arms he wore; 

Full of his ſev'n-fold Father, thus expreſs d 

His Boaſt to Perſeus, and his Pride confeſs'd: 

see whence we ſprung; Let this thy Comfort be 

In thy ſure Death, that thou didſt die by me. 

While yer he ſpoke, the dying Accents hung 

In Sounds imperfect on his Marble Tongue; 

Tho' chang'd to Stone, his Lips he ſeem' d to ſtretch, 


And thro? th” inſenſate Rock wou'd force a Speech. 
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This Eryx ſaw, but ſceing wou'd not own; 
The Miſchief by your ſelves, he cries, is done, 8 
ris your cold Courage turns your Hearts to Stone. 
come, follow me; fall on the ſtripling Boy, 
kill him, and you his magick Arms deftroy. 
Then raſhing on, his Arm to ſtrike he rear'd, 
And marbled o'er, his varied Frame appear'd. 
Theſe for afftonting Pallas were chaſtis'd, 
And juſtly met the Deeth they had deſpis' d. 
But brave Acentemt, Perſens? Friend, by chance 
Lock d back, and met the Gorgon's fatal Glance: 
A Statue now become, he ghaſtly ſtares, | 
And ftill the Foe to monal Combat dates. 
Afages the living Likeneſs knew, 
On the dead Stone with vengeful Fury flew; 
But impotent his Rage, the jarring Blade 
No Print upon the ſolid Marble made: 
Again, as with redoubled Might he ſtruck, 
Himſelf aftonifh'd in the Quarry ſtuek. 
The vclgar Deaths twere tedious to rebeatſe, 
And Fates below the Dignity of Verſe; 
Their Safety in their Flight Two Hundred found, 
Two Hundred, by Maduſa's Head were fton'd. 
Fierce Phineus now repents the wrongful Fight, 
And views bis varied Friends, a dreadful' Sight; 
He knows their Faces, for their Help he ſues, 
And thinks, not hearing him, that they refuſe: 
By Name he begs their Succour. one by one, 
Then doubts their Life, and feels the friendly Stone 
Struck with Remorſe, and confeious of his Pride, 
Convict of Sin, he turn'd his Eyes aſide; 
| | „ 
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With ſuppliant Mein to Perſeus thus he prays, AS 
Hence with the Head, as far as Winds and Seas | Th 
Can bear thee; Hence, O quit the cephen Shore, Al 
And never curſe us with Medu/a more, Dr 
That horrid Head, which ſtiffens into Stone In 
Thoſe impious Men who, daring Death, look on; A 


I watrr'd not with thee out of Hate or Strife, 
My honeſt, Cauſe was to defend my. Wife, 
Firſt pledg'd to me; What Crime cou'd 1 fuppoſe; 
To arm my Friends, and vindicate my Spoulc} 
. But. vain, too late, I ſee was our Deſign; 
Mine was the Title, but the Merit thine, 
Contending made we guilty, I confeſs, 
But Penitence ſhou'd make that Guilt the leſs: 
*Twas thine to conquer by Minerva's Pow'r; 
Favour'd of Heav'n, thy Mercy 1 implore; 
For Life 1 ſue; the reſt to thee I yield; 
In Pity, from my Sight remove the Shield. 
He ſuing ſaidy nor durſt revert his Eyes 
On the grim Head : And Perſeus thus replies; 
Coward, what is in me to grant, 1 will, 
Nor Blood, unworthy of my Valour, ſpill; 
Fear not to -periſh by my vengeful Sword, 
From that ſecure; tis all the Fates afford, 
Where I now ſee thee, thou ſhalt ſtill be ſeen, 
A laſting Monument to pleaſe our Queen; 
There fill hall thy Betroth'd behold her Spouſe, 
And find his Image in her Father's Houſe. | 
This ſaid ; where Phinexs turn'd to ſhun the Shield, 
Full in his Face the ſtaring Head he held; 


ng 
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As here, and there he ſtrove to turn aſide, 
| The Wonder wrought, the Man was petrify'd: 
All Marble was his Frame, his humid Eyes 
| Drop'd Tears, which hung upon the Stone like Ice. 
In ſuppliant Poſture, with uplifted Hands, 
And fearful Look, the guilty Statue ſtands, 
' Hence Perſeus to his native City hies, 
Victorious, and rewarded with his Prize. 
- Conqueſt, o'er Prat us the Uſurper, won, 
He reinſtates his Grandſire in the Throne; 
prætus, his Brother diſpoſſeſs'd by Might, 
His Realm enjoy'd, and till detain'd his Right: 
But Perſeus pull d the haughty Tyrant down, 
And to the rightful King reſtor'd the Throne. 
weak was th' Uſurper, as his Cauſe was wrong; 
Where Gorgon's Head appears, what Arms are ſtrong» 
When Perſeus to his Hoſt the Monſter held,. 
They ſoon were Statues, and their King expell'd: 
Thence, to Ser/pbus with the Head he ſails, 
Whoſe Prince his Story treats as idle Tales: 
Lord of a little Iſle, he ſcorns to ſeem. 
Too credulous, but laughs at That, and Him. 
Yet did he not ſo much ſuſpect the Truth, 
As out of Pride, or Envy hate the Yourh. 
The Argive Prince, at his Contempt entag d, 
To farce his Faith by fatal Proof engag' d. 


Friends, ſhut your Eyes, he cries; his Shield he takes, 


And to. the King expos'd Meduſa's Snakes, 
The Monarch felt the Pow'r he wou'd not own, 
And ſtood convict of Folly in the Stone. 
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Thus far Minerva was content to rove. who 
With Perſeus, Offspring of her Father Fove: Reſt 


Now, hid in Clouds, Seriphos ſhe forſook; Wut 
And to the Theban Tow'rs her journey took, | 
Cyrhnas and Gyaros lying to the Right, 
She paſs'd unheeded in her eager Flight; 
And chooſing firſt on Helicen to reſt, | 1 
The Virgin Muſes in theſe Words addteſs d: 
Me, the ſtrange Tidings of a new-found Spring, 
Ye learned Siſters, to this Mountain bring 
I all, be true that Fame's wide Rumours tell, 
"Twas Pegaſus diſcover'd firſt your Well; 
Whoſe piercing Hoof gave the ſoft Earth a Blow, 
Which broke the Surface, where theſe Waters flow, 
t ſaw-that Horſe by Miracle obtain 
Life, from the Blood of dire Meduſa lain; 
And now, this equal Prodigy to view, 
From diſtant Illes to fam'd Baotia flew. 
The Muſe VUraxia ſaid, Whatever Cauſe. 
So great & Goddeſs to this Manſion draws ; 
Our Shades are happy with ſo bright a Gueſt, 
You, Queen, are welcome, and we Muſes bleſt. 
What Fame has publiſh'd of our Spring is true, 
Thanks for our Spring to Pegaſus are due. 
Then, with becoming Courteſy, ſhe led 
The curious Stranger to their Fountain's Head; 
Who long ſurvey d, with Wonder, and Delight, 
Theix facxed Water, charming to the Sight; 
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Their ancient Groves, dark Grottos, ſhady Bow 't& 

x And ſmiling Plains adorn'd with various EFlow'Is. 
o happy Muſes ! ſhe with Rapture cry d. 
who, ſafe from Cares, on this fair Hill reſide 3 
Bleſt in your Seat, and free your ſelves to pleaſe 
With Joys of Study, aud with glocious Eaſe. 


The Fate of PYRENEUS. 


Then one replies: O Goddeſs, fit to guide 
Our humble Works, and in our Choir preſide, 
Who ſure wou'd wiſely to theſe Fields repair, 

To taſte our Pleaſures, and our Labours ſhare, 
Were not your Virtue, and ſuperior Mind 
To higher Arts, and nobler Deeds inclin'd; 
Juſtly you praiſe out Works, and pleaſing Seat, 
Which all might envy in this ſoft Retreat, 
Were we ſecur d from Dangers, and from Harms; 
But Maids are frighten'd with the leaſt Alarms, 
And none are ſafe i in this licentious Time 
Still fiexce Pyreneus, and his dating Crime 
With laſhing Horror ſtrikes my feeble Sight, 
Nox is my Mind recover'd from the Fight. 
With Thracian Arms this bold Uſurper gain'd 
Davlis, and Phoci, where he proudly reign'd: 
1t happen d once, as thro' his Lands we went, 
For the bright Temple of Parnaſſus bent, 
He met us there, and in his artful Mind 
Hiding the faithleſs Action he deiign'd, 
Confer'd on us (whom, Oh! too well he knew) 
All Honours that to Goddeſſes ase due. 
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- Stop, ſtop, ye Muſes, ”tis your Friend who calls, 
The Tyrant ſaid; behold the Rain that falls 
On ev*ry Side, and that ill-boding Sky; 
Whoſe lowring Face portends more Storms arenigh, 
Pray make my Houſe your own, and void of Fear, 
While this bad Weather laſts, take Shelter heie. 

Gods have made meaner Places their Reſort, 
And, for a Cottage, left their ſtining Court. 

Oblig'd to ſtop, by the united Force 
Of pouring Rains, and complaiſant Diſcoutſe, 
His courteous Invitation we obey, 
And in his Hall reſolve awhile to ſtay. 
Soon it clear'd up; the Clouds began to fly, 
The driving North refin'd the fhow'ry Sky; 
Then to purſue our Journey we began: 
But the falſe Traitor to his Portal ran, 
Stept our Eſcape, the Door ſecurely barr'd, 
And to our Honour, Violence prepar'd. 
Zut we; transform'd to Birds, avoid his Snare, 
On Pinions riſing in the yielding Air. 

But. he; by Luſt and Indignation fir'd, 
Up to his higheſt Tow'r with Speed retir'd, 
And cries, In vain you from my Arms withdrew, 
The Way you go your Lover will purſue. 
Then, in a flying Poſture wildly plac'd, 
And daring from that Height himſelf to caſt, 
The Wretch fell headlong, and the Ground beſtrew'd 
With broken Bones, and Stains of gnilty Blood: 
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The Story of the PIERIDES. 
The Muſe yet ſpoke; when they began to hear 

A Noiſe of Wings that flutter'd in the Air; 
And trait a Voice, from ſome high ſpreading Bough, 

Seem'd to ſalute the Company below. 
The Goddeſs wonder'd, and inquir'd from whence 
That Tongue was heard, that ſpoke ſo plainly Senſe : 
| (it ſeem'd to her a human Voice to be; 
But proy'd a Bird's; for in a ſhady Tree 
Nine Magpies perch'd lament their alter'd State, 
And, what they hear, are skilful to repeat.) 

The Siſter to the wondring Goddeſs. ſaid,. 
Theſe, foil'd by us, by us were thus repaid. 
Theſe did Evippe of Pzonia bring 
With nine hard Labour-Pangs to Pella's King. 
The fooliſh Virgins, of their Number proud, 
And puff d with Praiſes of the ſenſeleſs Crowd, 
Thto' all Achaia, and th' Æmonian Plains, 
Defy'd us thus, to match their artleſs Strains; 
No more, ye Theſpian Girls, your Notes repeat, 
Nor with falſe Harmony the Vulgar cheat; 
In Voice or Skill, if you with us will vye, 
As many we, in Voice or Skill will try. 
Surrender you to us, if we excel, | 
fam'd Aganippe, and Meduſais Well. 
The Conqueſt yours, your Prize from us ſhall be 
Ti AÆmathian Plains to ſnowy Pzone ; 
The Nymphs our Judges. To diſpute the Field, 
we thought a Shame; but greater Shame to yield: 
L 4 
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| And to the Gods their fabled Ads prefers. 


The Change obſcene, afraid of Typhon, mourn'd; 
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on seats of living Stone the Siſters ſit, 
And by the Rivers ſwear to judge aright. 


The Song of the PiERIDES. 


Then. riſes one of the preſumptuous Throng, 
Steps rudely forth, and firſt begins the Song; 
With vain Addreſs deſcribes. the Giants Wats, 


She ſiogs» from Earth's dark Womb how Typhon roſe 
And ſtruck with mortal Fear his heay'nly Foes, 


How che Gods fled to Egypr's ſlimy Soil, N Fi 
And hid their Heads beneath the Banks of NI; The 

How Typhon, from the conquer'd Skies, puzſu'd She 

Their routed Godbeads to the ſey*n-mouth'd Flood; An 

Forc'd ev'ry God, his Fury to eſcape, WA 

Some beaſtly Form to take, or earthly Shape. TI 

Fove (fo. ſhe ſung) was chang'd into a Ram, Bd 

From whence the Horns of Libyan Ammon came. 0 

Bacchus a Goat, Apollo was a Crow, . 

Phebe a Cat; the Wife of Fove a Cow, 0 

Whoſe Hue was whiter than the falling Snow. 

Mercury to a naſty Ibis turn'd, 
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While Venus from a Fiſh Protection craves, 

Aud once more plunges in her native Waves. 
She ſung, and to her Harp her Voice apply'd; 

Then vs again to match her they defy'd. 

Eut our poor Song, perhaps, for you to hear, 

Nos Leiſure ſerves, nor is it worth your Ear. 
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That cauſeleſs Doubt remove, O Muſe reheatſe, 
The Goddeſs cry d, your ever - grateful Verſe. 
zeneath a chequer'd Shade ſhe takes her Seat, 

And bids the Siſter her whole Song repeat. 
The-Siſter thus 3 - Calliope we choſe 

For the Performance. The ſweet Virgin roſe, 
With Iyy cxown'd ; ſhe tunes her golden Strings, 
And to her Harp, this 9 fings. 


The Song. of the Mos E 8. 


Firſt Ceres taught the lab'ring Hind to plow 
The pregnant Earth, and quickning Seed to ſow. 
She firſt for Man did wholeſom Food provide, 
And with juſt Laws the wicked World ſupply'd : 
All Good from her deriy'd, to her belong 
The grateful Tributes of the Muſe's Song, 

Her more than worthy of our Verſe we deem, 


- 


Oh! were our Verſe more worthy of the Theme. 


Fove on the Giant fair Frinacria hurl'd, 
And with one Bolt reveng'd his ftarry World. 
Beneath her burning Hills Tiphess lies, : 
And, ſtrugling always, ſtrives in vain to iiſe. 
Down does Pelorus his right Hand ſuppreſs 
Toward Latium, on the left Paciyne weighs. 
His Leęs ate under Lilybaum ſpread, 
And Etna preſſes hard his horrid Head. 
On his broad Back he there extended lies, 
And vomits Clouds of Aſhes to the Skies. 
oft lab'ring with his Load, at laſt he tires, 
And ſpews out in Revenge à Flood of Fites. 
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Mountains he ſtruggles to o' erwhelm, and Towns, Our 
Earth's inmoſt Bowels quake, and Nature groans. dee 
His Terrors reach the direful King of Hell; 1 
He fears his Throws will to the Day reveal | She 
The Realms of Night, and fright his trembling duc 

Ghoſts. Re 


This to prevent, he quits. the Stygian Coaſts, 
In his black Cart by ſooty Horſes drawn. 
Fair Sicily he ſeeks, and dreads the Dawn. 
Around her Plains he caſts his eager Eyes, 
And ev'ry Mountain to the Bottom tries, 

But when, in all the careful Search, he ſaw 

No Cauſe of Fear, no ill ſuſpected Flaw; 

Secure from Harm, and wandring on at Will, 

' Venus beheld him from her flow'ry Hill: 
When ſtrait the Dame her little Cupid preſt 
With ſecret Rapture to her ſnowy Breaft, 5 
And in theſe Words the flutt ring Boy addreſt. 

O thou, wy Arms, my Glory, and my Pow'r, 
My Son, whom Men, and deathleſs Gods adore; 
Bend thy ſure Bow, whoſe Arrows never miſs'd- 
No longer let Hell's King thy Sway reſiſt: 

Take him, while ſtragling from his dark Abode: 
He coaſts the Kingdoms of ſuperior Gods. 

If Sovereign Fove, if Gods who rule the Waves, 
And Neptune, who rules them, have been thy Slaves“ 
Shall Hell be free? The Tyrant ſtrike, my Son, 
Enlarge thy Mother's Empire, and thy own. 

Let not our Heav'n be made the Mock of He!!, 
But Pluto to confeſs thy Tow'r compel, 
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out Rule is lighted in our native Skies, ; | 4 
cee Pallas, Tee Diana too defies. ANG 0 
Thy Darts, which Ceres? Daughter wou'd deſpiſe. ) 
che too our Empire treats with awkward: Scorn 
duch Inſolence no longer's to be born. 
Revenge our lighted Reign, and with thy Dart 
Transfix the Virgin's to the Uncle's Heart. 

She ſaid; and from his Quiver trait he drew 
A Dart that ſurely wou'd the Buſineſs do, 
She guides his Hand, the makes her Touch the Teſt, 
And of a thoufand- Artows choſe the beſt; 
No Feather better pois'd, a ſharper Head 
None had, and ſooner none, and ſurer ſped, 
He bends his Bow, he draws it to his Ear, 
Thro' "oe s Heart it drives, and fixes there, 


The Rope of PROSERPINE. 


Near Enna's Walls a ſpacious Lake is ſpread, 
Fam'd for the ſweetly-ſinging Swans it bred; -— - 
Perguſa is its Name: And never more HR 
Were heard, or ſweeter on Cayſter's Shore; 

Woods crown the Lake; and Phæbus ne er invades 
The tufted Fences, or offends the Shades 

Freſh fragrant Breezes fan the verdant Bow'rs, 
And the moiſt Ground ſmiles with enamel'd Flow*rs 
The chearful Birds their airy Carols ſing, 

And the whole Tear is one eternal Spring. 

Here, while young Proſerpine, among the Maids,. 
Diverts . in n delicious Shades; 
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While like a Child with buſy: Speed and Cate 
She gathers Lillies here, and Vi'lets there; 
While firſt to fill her little Lap ſhe ſtrives, 
Hell's grizly Monarch at the Shade arrives; 
Secs her thus ſporting on the flow'ry Green, 
And loves the blooming Maid, as ſoon as ſeen, 
His urgent Flame impatient of Delay; 
Swift z his Thought he ſeiz d the beauteous wn 
And bore her in his ſooty Carr away. 
The frighted Goddeſs to hex Mother cries, 
all in vain, for now far off the flies; 

Far the behind her leaves her Virgin Train; 
To them too cxies, and cries to them in vain, 
And, while with Paſſion ſhe repeats her Call, 
The Vilets from her Lap, and Lillies fall: 
She miſſes em, poor Heart! and makes new Moan; 
Her Lillies, ah! axe loſt, her Vi'lets gone. 
Ober Hills, the Raviſher, and Vallies ſpeeds, 
By Name encouraging his foamy Steeds ; 

He rattles o'er their Necks the ruſty Reins, | 
And ruffles with the Stroke their ſhaggy Manes. 
O'er Lakes he whirls his flying Wheels, and comes 
To the Palici breathing ſulph*rous Fumes. 
And thence to where the Bacchiads of Renown 
Between unequal Havens built their Town; 
Where Arethuſa, round th' impriſon'd Sea, 
Extends her crooked Coaſt to Cyane; 
The Nymph who gave the neighb'ring Lake a Name, 
Of all Sicilian Nymphs the firſt in Fame, 
| She from the Waves advyanc'd her beauteous Head, 

Tue Goddeſs knew, and thus to Plutse ſaid; 


Book V. O v1D's Metamerphoſes. 185. 
Father thou malt not with the virgin run; 8 
ares unwilling, canſt thou be her Son? > 
The Maid ſnhou'd be by ſweet Pexſwaſion won. 

force ſuits not with the Softneſs of, the Fair; 

For, if great things with, ſmall 1 may compate, 

Me Auapis once lov d; a milder Courſe 

lle took, and won me. by his Words, not Force. 
Then, ftretching out her Arms, ſhe opt his Way; 
But he impatient, of the ſhorteſt Stay, 

Thtows to his dreadful Steeds the ſlacken d Rein, 
And ſtrikes his Iron Sceptre thro* the Main; 

The Depths profound thro? yielding Wayes he cleaves, 
And to Hell's Center a ftee Paſſage. leaves; 

Down ſinks his Chariot, and his Realms of Night 
The God ſoon reaches with a. rapid Flight. 


j 


Crays diſiver tos Fumtein. - 


But ill does cyand the Rape bemaan, 
And with the Goddeſs? Wrongs laments her owns 
For the ſtoln Maid, and for her injur'd Spring; 
Time. to her Trouble no Relief can bring. 
In her ſad Heart a heavy Load the hears, 

Till the dumb Sorrow turns her all to Tears. 

Her mingling Waters with that Fountain paſs,. . 

of which the late immortal Goddeſs was. 

Her varied Members to a Fluid melt, 

A pliant Sofineſs in her Bones is, felt. 

Her wavy Locks firſt drop away in Dew, 

And liquid next hex lender, Fingers grep. 
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The Body's Change ſoon ſeizes its Extreme, 
Her Legs diſſolve, and Feet flow off in Stream, 
Her Arms, her Back, her Shoulders, and her Side, 
Her ſwelling Breaſts in little Currents glide, 

A Silver Liquor only now remains 
Within the Channel of her purple Veins; 
Nothing to fill Love's Graſp; her Husband chill 


- Bathes in that and he before embrac'd. * 
. Aga 
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Thus, while thro? all the Earth, and all the Muy, 
Her Daughter mournful Ceres ſought in vain; 
Aurora, when with dewy Looks the roſe, 

Nor burniſh'd Veſper found her in Repoſe. 
At </£tna's flaming Mouth two pitchy Pines 
To light her in her Search at length the tines, 
Reſtleſs with theſe, thro' froſty Night the goes, 
Nor fears the cutting Winds, nor heeds the Snoxs; 
And, when the Morning-Star the Day renews, 
From Eaſt to Weſt her abſent Child purſues. 
Thirſty at laſt by long Fatigue ſhe grows, 
But meets no Spring, no Riv'tet near her flows. 
Then looking round, a lowly Cottage ſpies, 
Smoaking among the Trees, and thither hies. 
The Goddeſs knocking at the little Door, 
*Twas open'd by a Woman old and poor, 
Who, when the begg'd for Water, gave her Ale 
Brew'd long, but well preſexy'd from being ſtale. 
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The Goddeſs drank; a chuffy Lad was by, | 

who ſaw the Liquor with a grutching Eye, 6 

And grinning cries, She's greedy more than dry. 
(eres, offended at his foul Grimace, 

Flung what ſhe had not drunk into his Face. 

The Sprinklings ſpeckle where they hit the Skin, 

And a long Tail does from his Body ſpin 

His Arms are turn'd to Legs, and leſt his Size 

Shou'd make him miſchievous, and he might riſe 

Againſt Mankind, diminutives his Frame, 

Leſs than a Lizzard, but in Shape the ſame. 

Amaz'd the Dame the wondrous Sight beheld, 

And weeps, and fain wou'd touch her quondam Child. 

Tet her Approach th' affrighted Vermin ſhuns, _ - 

And faſt into the greateſt Crevice runs. | 

A Name they gave him, which the Spots expreſt, 

That roſe like * Stars, and varied all his Breaſt. 
What Lands, what Seas the Goddeſs wander'd o'er, 

were long to tell, for there remain'd no more. 

Searching all round, her fruitleſs Toil the mourns, 

And with Regret to Szcily returns. 

At length, where Can now flows, the came, 

Who cou'd have told her, were ſhe ſtill the _ | 

As when the ſaw her Daughter fink to Hell, 

But what ſhe knows ſhe wants a Tongue to ell. 

Yet this plain Signal manifeſtly gave, 

The Virgin's Girdle floating on a Wave, 

As late ſhe dropt it from her ſlender Waſte, 

When with her Uncle thro' the Deep the put, 

* Stellio, 


\ 
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Ceres the Token by her Grief confeſt, | 
And tore her golden Hair, and beat her Breaſt. 
She knows not on what Land her Curſe how's fall, 
But, as ingrate, alike upbraids em all, 
Unworthy of her Gifts; Trinacria moſt, 

Where the laſt Steps ſhe: found of whart- the loſt. 


The Plough for this the. vengeful Goddeſs broke, 
And with one Death the Ox, and Owner ſtruck, $0 Je 


In vain the fallow Fields. the Peaſant tills, Tout 

The Seed, corrypred. ere tis ſawn, the kills. 

The fruitful Soil, that once: ſuch Harveſts bore, 

Now mocks the Farmeris Care, and teems no mot. 

And the rich Grain which fills the furrow'd Glade, 

Rots in the Seed, or ſhtivels in the Blade; 

Or too much Sun burns up, or too much Rain 

Dxowns, or black Blights deftray the blaſted Plain; 

ot greedy Birds the nen: ſown Seed devour, = 

Or Darnel, Thiſtles, and a Crop impure 

Of knotted Graſs along che Acres ftand, a 

And ſpread their thriving Roos thro? all the Land 
Then from the Waves ſoft Arethuſa rears | 

Her Head, and back the flings her dropping Haitt, 

0 Mother of the Maid, whom thou ſo far 

Haſt ſought, of whom thou canſt no Tidings heat; 

O thou, the cry d, who art to Life a Friend, 

Ceaſe here thy Search, and let thy Labour end. 

Thy faithful Sicity's a guiltleſs Clime, 

And ſhou'd not ſuffer for another's Crime; 

She neither knew. nor cou'd prevent the Deed. 

Nor thiak that for my Country thus I elend: 


7 
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country's Piſa, Pm an Alien hete, ? 
et theſe Abodes to Elis I prefer, * | 

No Clime to me ſo ſweet, no Place ſo dear. 8 

Theſe Springs 1 Arethuſa now polleſs, 

And this my Seat, O gracious Goddeſs, blefs. 

This Iland why 1 love, and why I croſt 

Such ſpacious Seas to reach 'Ortygia's Coaſt, 

To you I ſhall impart, when, void of Care, | 

Tout Heart's at Eaſe, and you're more fit to heat; 

When on your Brow no preſſing Sorrow fits, 

For gay Content alone ſuch Tales admits. 

When thro* Earth's Caverns 1 awhile have roul'd 

My Waves, I rife, and here again behold _ 

The long loſt Stars; and, as I late did glide 

Neat Styx, Proſerpina there I eſpy'd. 

Fear ſtill with Grief might in her Face be ſeen; 
She ſtill her Rape laments; yet, made 2 Queen, 
Zeneath thoſe gloomy Shades her Sceptre ſways, 
And ev'n th' infernal King her Will obeys. 

This heard, the Goddeſs like a Statue ſtood, 
Stupid with Grief; and in that muſing Mood 
Continu'd long; new Cares awhile: ſuppreſt 
The reigning Pow'rs of her immortal! Breaſt. 
At laſt to Fove her Daughter's Sire ſhe flies, 
And with her Chariot cuts the chryſtal Skies; 
She comes in Clouds and with diſhevel'd Hair, 
Standing before his Throne, prefers her Pray x. 

King of the Gods, defend my Blood and thine, - 
And uſe it not the worſe for being mine. 


ll 
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If I no more am gracious in thy Sight, 

Be juſt, O Fove, and do thy Daughter right. 

In vain I ſought her the wide World around, 
And, when 1 moſt deſpair'd to find her, found. 
But how can I the fatal Finding boaſt, 

By which 1 know ſhe is for ever loſt? 

Without her Father's Aid, what other Pow'r 
Can to my Arms the raviſh'd Maid reſtore? 
Let him reſtore her, 111 the Crime forgive, 

My Child, tho” raviſn'd, I'd with Joy receive. 
Pity, your Daughter with a Thief ſhou'd wed, 
Tho' mine, you think, deſerves no better Bed. 
Fove thus replies; It equally belongs 


To both, to guard our common Pledge from Wrong 


But if to things we proper Names apply, 

This hardly can be call'd an Injury. 

The Theft is Love; nor need we bluſh to own 
The Thief, if I can judge, to.. be our Son, 

Had you of his Deſert no other Proof, 

To be Fove's Brother is methinks enough. 

Nor was my Throne by Worth ſuperior got, 
Heav'n fell to me, as Hell to him, by Lot: 


If you are ſtill reſolv'd her Lofs to mourn, 


And nothing leſs will ſerve than her Return 
VU pon theſe Terms the may again be yours, 
(Th* irrevocable Terms of Fate, not ours) 
Of Stygian Food if ſhe did never taſte, 
Hell's Bounds may then, and only then, be paſt, 
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Whe Transformation of ASCAL APHUS. 


into an Owl. 'V 
The Goddeſs now, reſolving to fucceed, ; 4 f 
down to the gloomy Shades deſcends with Speed 3, j ? 
But adverſe Fate had otherwiſe decreed, 


FF or, long before, her giddy thoughtleſs Child 
Had broke her Faſt, and all her Projects ſpoil'd. 
As in the Garden's ſhady Walks ſhe ſtray'd, 
A fair Pomegranate charm'd the ſimple Maid, 
Hung in her Way, and tempting her to taſte, 
She pluck'd the Fruit, and took a ſhort Repaſt. 
Seven times, a Seed at once, ſhe eat the Food; 
The Fact Aſcalaphus had only view'd ; 
Whom Acheron begot in Stygian Shades 
On 0rphne, fam'd among Avernal Maids; 
| He ſaw what paſt, and by diſcov'ring all, 
Detain'd the raviſh'd Nymph in cruel Thrall. 
But now a Queen, ſhe with Reſentment heard, 
And chang'd the vile Informer to a Bird. 
In Phlegeton s black Stream her Hand ſhe dips, | 
Sprinkles his Head, and wets his babbling Lips. 
Soon on his Face, bedropt with Magick Dew, 
A change appear'd, and gawdy Feathers gtew. 
| Actooked Beak the Place of Noſe ſupplies, 
Rounder his Head, and larger are his Eyes. 
His Arms and Body waſte, but are ſupply d 
Wich yellow Pinions flagging on each Side. 
His Nails grow crooked, and are turn'd to Claws, 
And lazily along his heavy Wings be draus. 
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IIl-omen'd in his Form, the unlucky Fow], 
Abhorr' d by Men, and call'd a Scriecking Owl, 
| The Daughters of ACHELOUS tram. 
Form d to SIRENS. 


Juſtly this Puniſhment was due to him, hs * 
And leſs had been too little for his Orime; Thro 
But, O ye Nymphs that from the Flood deſcend, mo 
What Fault of yours the Gods cou'd fo offend, 1 F 
With Wings and Claws your beauteous Formsto ſpot}, n 


Yet ſave your maiden Face, and winning Smile} 
Were you not with her in Perguſa's Bow'rs, 
When Proſerpine went forth to gather Flow'rs? 
Since Pluto in his Cart the Goddeſs caught, 
Have you not for her in each Climate ſought? 
And when on Land you long had fearch'd in vain, 
You wiſh'd for Wings to croſs the pathleſs Main; 
That Eatth and Sea might witneſs to your Care: 
The Gods were eaſy, and return'd your Pray'r; 
With golden Wing o'er foamy Waves you fled, 
And to the Sun your plumy Glories ſpread. 
But, leſt the ſoft Enchantment of your Songs, 
And the ſweet Muſick of your flatt*ring Tongues 
Shou'd quite be loſt, (as courteous Fates ordaip) 
Your Voice and Virgin Beauty ſtill remain. 

Jove. ſome Amends for Ceres? Loſs to make, 
Yet willing Plate ſhou'd the Joy partake, 
Gives em of Proſerpine an equal Share, 
Who, claim'd by both, with both divides the Year. 

| BE © The 
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The Goddeſs. now in either Empire. ways, 

gu Moons in Hell, and ſix with Ceres ſtays. 

Her pecvim Temper's chang d; that ſullen Mind. 
Which made ev'n Hell uneaſy, now is kind. 

iet Voice reſines, her Mein more ſweet appears, 
Her Forehead free from Frow ns, het Eyes, from Tears. 
4s when, with golden Light, the conqu ring Day, . 
Thio' dusky Exhalations clears a Way... 1 
(res her Daughter's Rape no longer ae Co 

zut back to Arethuſa $ Spring xeturn d; ix 
and fitting on the Margin, bid her well; ous 
From whence n, and, N a Jacaes. k. 


* + W it it 
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The Seer of AxETUUSA. 


* 


$a were the puxling Witaes, and the Maid 
rom the ſmooth Surface xais'd her beauteous Head, 
Wipes off the Drops that from her Treſſes ee 
Aud thus to tell Alphens* Loves began. 

In Elis firſt, I breath'd the living Air, 
The Chaſe was all my Pleaſure, all my Care. 
None lov'd like me the Fo reſt to explore, 

To pitch the Toils, and drive the briſtled Boar. -- 
Of Fair, tho? Maſculine, I had the Name 5 
ut gladly weu'd; to that have quitted Claim- 

I les my Pride tian Indignation rais d,. 
To hear the Beauty I neglected prais d; 31k 
Such Compliments I loath'd, ſuch, Charms as theſe 
I ſcora'd, and thought it; Infamy to pleaſe... 7 

. 1 remember, in the Summer's Heat, bY 
Tird with the Chaſe, I ſought a cool Retreat 

Vou I. | M 3 


And, walking on, a ſilent Current found, 
Which gently glided o'er the grav'Iy Ground. 


Along the ſhelving Bank a grateful Shade, 


Where, while play'd my ſwimming Gambolso'e, 


From the Brook's Bottom did Atpbews cry; 
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The chryſtal Water was ſo ſmooth, ſo clear, 
My Eye diſtinguiſh'd ev'ry Pebble there. 

So ſoft its Motion, that I ſcarce perceived 
The running stream, or what 1 ſaw, believ'd. 
The hoary Willow, and the Poplar made 


In the cool Rivulet my Feet 1 dipt, 

Then waded to the Knee, and then 1 ſtript; 
My Robe I cateleſs on an Oſier threw, 
That near the Place commodieuſty grew; 


Nor long upon the Border naked ſtood⸗ . 

But plupg's with speed into the filver Flood, No 
My Arms a thouſand ways 1 mov'd, and tyd | Vn 
To quicken, if I cou'd, the lazy Tide; ; 5 0 


I heard a murnyring Voice, and frighted ſprung u 
Oh! whither, Aurenheſa, doſt thou fly? {ay 


Again, Iheard him, in a hollow Tone, 
Oh! whither, Arethuſa, doſt thou run? 
Naked 1 flew, nor eou'd 1 ſtay to hide 
MY Limbs, my Robe was on the other Side; 
Alphens follow'd faſt, tk' inflaming sight 
Quicken'd his Speed, and made his Labour light; 
He ſees me ready fer his eiger Arms, 2s 
And with a greedy Glance devours my Charms. 
As tiembling Doves from preſſing Danger fly, 
When the fierce Hawk comes ſouſing from the Sky; 


. 


zom bim 1 fled, and after me he fle. 

Firſt by Orchomenus I took my Flight, 

and ſoon had Pſenhis and Cyliens in Sigkt ; 
Zehind.me then high Manalas 1 loſt, 

And craggy Erimantims ſcal'd with Froſt; 

gli: was next ; thus far the Ground 1 trod 

wich nimble Feet, before the diſtanc'd Sod. 
zut hete I lagg'd, unable to ſuſtain 

The Labour longer, and my Flight wribrain 3 


And frd with Hopes of Beauty's ſpeedy Spoil, 
Gain'd my loſt Ground, and dy redoubled 8 
Nom left between us but à narrow Space. | 
Vayeary'd 1 till now o'er Hills, and Plains, 
Oer Rocks, and Rivets ran, and felt no Pains: | 
The Sun behind me, and the God 1 kept. 

But, when 1 faſteſt mou d have run, I ſtept. 


Zefore my Feet his Shadow now appear d); 
Yet thexe I cou d not bedeceiv'd by Fear, 


— 
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Who felt his Breath pant on my braided Hair, [near 
And heard his founding Tread, and knew him to be 
Tir d, and deſpairing, O Celeſtial Maid, 


m caught, 1 cry'd, without thy heav'nly Aid. 


Help me, Diana, help a Nymph forlorn, 
Devoted to the Woods, who long has worn 
Thy Lizezy, and long thy Quiver born. 
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And, as fixece: Hawks: the trembling Doves purſue, 


While, he more ſtrong, more patient of the Toit, 


„„ 


The Goddeſs heard; my pious Pray'r prevail'd; 


n — my Virgin Head was veil . 
| NM 2 
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The am'rous God, deluded of his Hopes, 
Scarches the Gloom, and thro' the Darkneſs grope, 
Twice, where Diana did her Servant hide 
He came, and twice, O Arethuſa! cry'd. 
How ſhaken was my Soul, how ſunk my Hear? 
The Terror ſeiz'd on ey'ry trembling Part. 
Thus when the Wolf about the Mountain prouls 
For Prey, the Lambkin hears his horrid Howls: 
The tim*rous Hare, the Pack approaching nigh, 
Thus hearkens to the Hounds, and trembles at the Cn; 
Nor dares the ſtir, for fear her ſcented Breath 
Direct the Dogs, and guide the threaten'd Dent, 
Alpheus in the Cloud no races found 
To mark my Way, yet ſtays to guard the Ground. 
The God ſo near, a chilly Sweat poſſeſt 
My fainting Limbs, at ev'ty Pore expreft ; 
My Strength diſtill'd in Drops, my Hair in Deu, 
My Form was chang d, and all my Subſtance neu. 
Zach Motion was a Stream, and my whole Frame 
Turn'd to a Fount, which ftill preſerves my Name. 
-Reſoly'd I ſhou'd not his Embrace eſcape, | 
Again the God reſumes his fluid Shape; 
To mix his Streams with mine he tondly tries, 
But ſtill Diana his Attempt denies, 


1 
She cleaves the Ground; thro' Caverns dark 1 run 8 
A dif rent Current, while he keeps his own. 

To dear Ortygia ſhe conducts my Way, 


And here I firſt review the welcome Day. 
Here Arethuſa opt ; then Ceres takes | 
Hex golden Carr, and yokes her fiery suakes; 
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ith a juſt Rein, along Mid-heaven the flies 

q er Earth, and Seas, and cuts the yielding Skies. 
me halts at Athens, dropping like a star, 

ind to Triptelemus reſigns her Cart. 

pacent of Seed, ſhe gave him fruitful Grain, 

and bad him teach to till and plongh the Plain; 
Irbe Seed to ſow, as well in fallow Fields, 

Az where the Soil ure a a de yields, 


[ The Tramformation of L YNCUS. 


The Youth o'er Europe, and o'er Aſa drives, 
'Till at the Court. of LZyncus he artives. - 
The Tyrant Scythia's barb'rous-Empire ſway'd 

And, when he Taw Triptelemus, he ſaid, _ 

How cam'ſt thou, Stranger, to our Court, and why * 
Thy country, and thy Name? TheYouth did thus reply; 
Triptolemws my Name; my Country's. known 7 
O'er all the World, Minerva 's fav rite Town, 8 
Atben, the firſt of Cities in Renown. 

y Land 1 neither walk'd, nor ſail'd by Sea, 

But hither thco' the Ether. made my Way. 

by me, the Goddeſs who the Fields befriends, 

Theſe Gifis, the greateſt of all Bleſſings, ſends. 

The Grain the gives if in your Soil you ſow, 


Thence wholſom Food in golden Crops ſhall grow. 


He grudg'd the Glory of the Service done, | 
And wickedly teſoly'd to make it all his own. 
To hide his Purpoſe, he invites his Gueſt, 
The Friend of Ceres, to a royal Feaſt, | 

M3 


Soon as the Secret to the King was known, 8 


_ 3 
1 


Pane 67 — 


« 
4 
3 
4 | 9 
4 19 
* 
. 5 
1 
45 
4 ” 
io : 
: I 
W * „ 
"7 
T 1 
4 
c 1 
1 " 
” [7 
gr 
1 
£ 8 


198 Ovid's Metamorphoſes. Bock v. 
And when ſweet sleep his heavy Eyes had ſeis d, 
The Tyrant with his Steel attempts his Breaſt. 
Him trait a Lynx's Shape the Goddeſs gives, 
And home the Youth her ſacred Dragons drives, 


The PIE NI DES transform dto Magpie: 


The Nymphs unanimous. decree the Bays, 
And give the Heliconian Goddeſles the Praiſe, 
Then, far from vain that we ſhou'd thus prevail, 
But much ptovoled'to hear the Vanquiſt'd rail, 
Calliops reſumes 3 Too long we've born 
: Tour daring*Taunts, and your affronting Scomny | 
Tour Challenge juſtly merited a Curſe, | 
And this-unmannerd/ Railing makes it worſe, 
Since you refuſe us calmly: to enjoy. 
Our Patience, next our Paſſions we'll employ ; 
The Didtates of, a Mind enrag'd purſue, 
And, what our juſt Reſentment bids us, do. 
Ds The Railers laugh, our Threats and Wrath deſpiſe, 
And clap their Hands, and make a ſcolding Noiſe: 
But in the Fact they're ſeiz'd; beneath their Nails 
Feathets they feel, and on their Faces Scales; 
Their horny Beaks at once each other ſcare, 


The choſen Muſe here ends her ſacred Lays; 


Their Arms are plum'd, and on their Backs they bear 
Py'd Wings, and flutter in the fleeting Air. 
Chatt'ring, the Scandal of the Woods they fly, 
And there continue till their clam'xous Cry: 
2 i The ſame their Eloquence, as Maids, or Birds, 
| Now only Noiſe, and nothing then but Words. 
| The End of the Fifth Book, 
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\ Tranſlated by Mr. 0 R 0 X/ AL . 
The Tran;formation of. ARACH NE hits 
us: MO 
ES ZALLAS, atending to the Uſe ws 
2 Song, 2 
Approv'd the juſt Reſentment of 
— their Wrong d 
SIE; And. thus reflects; While) unh 1 
commend 
Thoſe who their injur'd Deities defend, 8 : 
My own Divinity affronted ftands, N 5 "i 
And calls aloud for Juſtice at my Hands; | | 
Then takes the Hint, aſham'd to lag behind. , 
And on Arachne bends her vengeful Mind; k 
+ One at the Loom ſo excellently skilld, 
That to he Goddeſs he refus'd to yield. 
M 5 
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Low was her Birch, and ſaralf het-native Tow), 
She from her Art alone obrain*& Renown, = 
Idmon, het Fathet; made ir his Employ; 
To give the ſpungy Fleece a purple Dye: 
Of vulgar Strain her Mother, lately dead, 
With her own Rank had been content to wed; 
Yet ſhe their Daughter, tho? her Time was ſpent 
In a ſmall. Hamlet, and of mean Deſcent, 
Thro' the great Towns of Lydia gain'd a Name, 
And fill'd the neighb'ring Countries with her Fame 
Oft, to admire the Niceneſs of her Skill, 
The Nymphs would quit their Fountain, Shade, or Hill: 
Thither, from green Dymolus, they repair, 
And leave the Vineyards, their peculiar Cate; 
Thither, from fam'd Pactolus golden Stream, 
Drawn by her Art, the curious Naiads came. 
Nox would the Work, when' finiſh'd, pleaſe ſo much, 
As, while ſhe wrought, to view each graceful Touch; 
Whether the ſhapeleſs Wool in Balls he wound, | 
or with quick Motion turn'd the Spindle round; 
Or with her Pencil drew the neat Deſign, _ 
Pallas her Miſtrels ſhone in every Line. 
This the proud Maid with ſcornful Air denies, 
And ev'n the Goddeſs at her Work defies;. 
Diſowns her heav'nly Miſtreſs ev'ry Hour, 
Nor asks her Aid, nor deprecates her Pow'r. 
Let us, ſne cries, but to a Tryal come, 
And, if me conquers, let her fix my Doom. 
The Goddeſs then a Beldame's Form put on, 
With ſilver Hairs her hoary Temples ſhone ; 


— 
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Prop'd by a Staff, the: hobbles in her Walk, 
And tott'ring thus begins her old Wive's Talk. 
Young Maid attend, .nor ſtubbornly deſpiſe: 
The Admonitions of the Old, and Wiſes 
for Age, tho? ſcorn'd,. a ripe Experience bears, 
That golden Fruit, unknown to blooming. Years ©. 
Still may remoteſt Fame your Labours crown, 
And Mortals your ſuperior Genius own; 
But to the Goddeſs yield, and humbly meek 
A Pardon for your bold Preſumption ſeek; 
The Goddeſs will forgive. At this the Maid, 
With Paſſion fir'd, her gliding. Shuttle ay'd; 
And, darting Vengeance with an angry Look, 
To Pallas in Diſguiſe thus fiercely fpoke. 

Thou doating Thing, whoſe idle babling Tongue 
But too well ſhews the Plague of living long; 
Hence, and reprove, with this your ſage Advice, 
Your giddy Daughter, or your awkward Neice; . 
Know, 1 deſpiſe your Counſel, and am ſtill 

A Woman, ever wedded to my Will; 
And, if your skillful Goddeſs better knows, 
Let her accept the Tryal I propoſe. 

she does, impatient Pallas ſtrait replies 

And, cloath'd with heavenly Light, ſprung from ber 
odd Diſguiſe. | 

The Nymphs, and Virgins of the Plain adore 

The awful Goddeſs, and confeſs her Pow'r; 

The Maid alone ſtood unappali'd; yet ſhow'd 

A tranſient Bluſn, that for a Moment glow'd, 

Then diſappear d; as purple Streaks adorn 

The. opening Beautics of the roſy Morn; . 

M 5 
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Till Phebus xiſing prevalently bright, 

Allays the Tincture with his Silver Light. 

Yet ſhe perſiſts, and obſtinately great, 

In hopes of Conqueſt hurries on her Fate. 

The Goddeſs nom the Challenge waves no more, 
Nor, kindly good, adviſes as before. 

Strait to their Poſts appointed both repair, 
And fix their threaded Looms with equal Cate: 
Around the ſolid Beam the Web is ty'd; 
While hollow Canes the parting Warp divide; 
Thro' which with nimble Flight the Shuttles play, 0 | 


And for the Woof prepare a ready Way; [$lay 

The Woof and Warp unite, preſs'd by the tooth) 
Thus both, their Mantles buzzon'd to their Break, 

Their skilful Fingers ply with willing haſte, 

And work with Pleaſure; while they chear the Eye 

With glowing Purple of the Tyrian Dye: 

Or, juſtly intermixing Shades with Light, 

Their Colourings inſenſibly unite. 

As when a Show't tranſpierc'd with Sunny Rays, 

It's mighty Arch along the Heav'n diſplays ; 

From whence a thouſand diffrent Colours riſe, 

Whoſe fine Tranſition cheats the cleareſt Eyes; 

So like the intermingled Shading ſeems, 

And only differs in the laſt Extreams. 

Then Threads of Gold both artfully diſpoſe, 6 


And, as each Part in juft Proportion roſe, 

Some antique Fable in their Work. diſcloſe: 
Pallas in Figures wrought the heav'nly Pow'rs,. 

Aud Mars's Hill among th. Athenjan Tow'rs, 
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on lofty Thrones twiee ſix Celeſtials ſate, 

we in the Midſt, and held their warm Debate; 

The Subject weighty, and well-known to Fame, 

fim whom the City ſhould receive its Name, 

Fach God by proper Features was expreſt, 

que with majeſtick Mein excelPd the reſt. 

His three-fork'd Mace the dewy Sea God ſhook, 

And, looking ſternly, ſmote the ragged Rock; 

when from the Stone leapt forth a ſpritely Steed, 

And Neptune claims the City for the Deed. 
Herſelf ſhe blazons with a glitt'ring Spear, 

And creſted Helm that veil'd her braided Hair, 

With Shield, and ſcaly Breaſt- yruy 1 

of War. 
Struck with her pointed Land as nag Eartk 
deem ' d to produce a new ſurprizing Birth; 


When, from the Glebe, the Pledge of Conqueſt ſprung, - 


A Tree pale-green with faireſt Olives hung. 

And then, to let her giddy Rival learn 
What juſt Rewards ſuch Boldneſs was to earn, 
Four Tryals at each Corner had their Part, 
Deſign'd in Miniature, and touch'd with Art. 
Hlemus in one, and NModepe of Thrace, 


Transform'd to Mountains, fill'd the foremoſt Place; 


Who claim'd the Titles of the Gods above, 
And vainly us d the Epithets of Fove, 
Another ſhew' d, where the Pigmaan Dame, 
Profaning Funo*s venerable Name, 

Turn'd to an airy Crane, deſcends from far, 
And with het Pigmy Subjects wages War, 


— 
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In a third Part, the Rage of Heaven's great Queey, 
Diſplayed on proud Antigone, was ſeen: 

Who with preſumptuous Boldneſs dar'd to vye, 
For Beauty, with 'the-Empreſs of the Sky. 

Ah! what avails her ancient Princely Race, 

Her Sire a King, and Trey her- native Place: 
Now, to a noiſy Stork transform'd, ſhe flies, 
And with her whiten'd Pinions cleaves the Skies, 
And in the laſt remaining Part was drawn 

poor cinyras, that ſeem'd to weep in Stone; 

_ Claſping the Temple Steps, he ſadlWmourn'd 
His lovely Daughters, now to Marble turn'd, 
With her own Tree the finiſh'd- Piece is crown'd, 
And Wreaths of peaceful Olive all the Work ſurround, 
Arachnd drew the fam'd Intieagues of Fove, 
Chang' d to a Bull to gratify his Love; 

| How thro” the briny Tide all foaming Hoar, 
Lovely Europa on his Back he bore. 

The Sea ſcem'd waving, and the trembling Maid 
Shrunk up her tender Feet, as if afraid; 

And, looking back on the forſaken Strand, 

To her Companions wafts her diſtant Hand. 
Next ſhe delign*d Aferia's fabled Rape, 
When Fove aſſum'd a ſoaring Eagle's Shape: 
And ſhew'd how Leda lay ſupinely preſs'd, 
Whilſt the ſoft ſuowy wan ſate hov'ring o'erherBreaſt. 
How.in a Satyr's Form the God beguil'd, 
When fair Antiope with Twins he fill'd. 
Then, like Amphytrion, but a real Fove 
In fair Alcmena's Arms he cool'd his Love. 
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iu fuld Gold to Panar s Heart he caniey 
Agins felt him in a lambent Flame. 
ve took Maemoſyne in Shepherd's Make, 
and for*D#ois was a ſpeckled Snake. 
the made thee, Neptune, like a wanton' Steer; 
racing the Meads for Love of Arne dear; 
Next like a Stream, thy burning Flame to flake, 
And like a Ram, for fair Biſalti“ ſake. 
Then Ceres in a Steed your Vigour try'd, 
Nor cou'd the Mare the yellow Goddeſs hide. 
Next to a Fowl transform'd, you won by Force 
The Snake-hair'd Mother of the winged Horſe; 
And, in a Dolphin's fiſhy Form, ſubdu'd 
Melantho ſweet beneath the 00zy Flood. 
All theſe the Maid with lively Features drew, 
And open'd proper-Landskips to the View. 
There Phebus, roving like a Country Swain, 
Attunes his Jolly Pipe along the Plain; 
For lovely 1/e's ſake in Shepherd's Weeds, 
Oer Paſtures green his bleating Flock he feeds. 
There Bacchus, imag'd like the cluſt'ring Grape, 
Melting bedrops Erigone's fair Lap; | 
And there old Saturn, ſtung with youthful Heat, 
Form'd like a Stallion, ruſhes to the Feat. 
, Freſh Flow'rs; which Twiſts of Ivy intertwine, 
Mingling a running Foliage, cloſe the neat Deſign, 
This the bright Goddeſs, paſſionate'y moy'd, Z 
With Envy ſaw, yet inwardly approv'd, 
The Scene of heav'nly Guilt with hafte ſhe tore, 
Nor longer the Affront with Patience bore 3 
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A boxen Shuttle in her Hand ſhe took, 

\ And more than once Arachne's Forehead ſtruck. 
Th unhappy Maid, impatient of the Wrong, 
Down from a Beam her injur'd Perſon hung; 
When Pallas, pitying her wretched State, 
At once preyented, and pronounc'd her Fate; 

Live; but depend, vile Wretch, the Goddeſs cry, 
Doom'd in Suſpence for ever to be ty'd; 

That all your Race, to utmoſt Date of Time, 
May feel the Vengeance, and deteſt the Crime, 
Then, going off, the ſprinkled her with Juice, 

Which Leaves of baleful Aconite produce. 

- Touch'd with the pois nous Drug, her flowing Hair 
Fell to the Ground, and left her Temples bare; 
Her uſual Features vaniſh'd from their Place, 
Her Body leſſen'd all, but moſt her Face. 

Her ſlender Fingers, hanging on each Side 
With many Joynts, the uſe of Legs ſupply d: 
A Spider's Bag the reſt, from which the gives 
A Thread; and ſtill by conſtant Weaving lives. 


The Story of N IOBE. 


Swift thro? the Phrygian Towns the Rumour flies, 
And the ſtrange News each female Tongue employs: 
Niabè, who before ſhe married knew 
The famous Nymph, now found the Story true; 
Yet, unreclaim'd by poor Arachn?'s Fate, 
Vainly above the Gods aſſum'd a State. 

Ker Husband's Fame, their Family's Deſcent, 
Their Pow'r, and rich Dominion's wide Extent, 
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Might well have juſtify' d a decent Pride; 

zut not on theſe alone the Dame rely d. 

Her lovely Progeny, that far excell'd, | 

The Mother's Heart with vain Ambition ſwell'd; 

The flappieſt Mother not unjuſtly bad, 55503 

Had no conceited Thoughts het tow'ring Faney fill'd; 
For once a Prophetefs with Zeal inſpir'd, 

| Their low Neglect to warm Devotion fir d; 

Thio! ev*ry. Street of Thebes who ran poſſeſs'd, 

And thus in Accents wild her Charge expreſs'd: 

Haſte, haſte, ye Theban Matrons, and adore, 

With hallow'd Rites, Latona's mighty Pow'r; 

And, to the heav'nly Twins that from her ſpring, | 

With Laurel crown'd, your ſmoaking Incenfe bring. 

Strait the great Summons ev'ry Dame obey'd, 

And due Submiſſion to the Goddeſs paid ; 

Graceful, with Laurel Chaplets dreſs'd, they came, 

And offer d Incenſe in the ſacred Flame. 
Mean while, ſurrounded with a courtly Guard, 

The royal Niobe in State appear'd ; | 

Attix' d in Robes embroider*d o'er with Gold, 

And-mad with Rage, yet lovely to behold : 

Her comely Treſſes, trembling as ſhe Rood, 

Down her fine Neck with eaſy Motion flow'd ; 

Then, darting xound a-proud diſdainful Look, 

In haughty Tone her haſty Paſſion broke, 

And thus began; What Madneſs this, to court 

A Goddeſs founded meerly on Report? 

Dare ye 2 poor pretended Pow'r invoke, 

While yet no Altars to my Godhead ſmoke? 
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Mine, whoſe immediate Lineage ſtands confeſs'd 
From Tantalss, the only mortal Gueſt 5 


That e'er the Gods admitted to theit Feaſt. 

A Siſter of the Pleiads gave me Birth; | 
And Atlas, mightieſt Mountain upon Earth, 
Who bears the Globe of all the Stars above, 
My Grandſire was, and Atlas ſprung from Jove. 
The Theban Towns. my Majeſty adore, 

And neighb'ring. Phrygia trembles at my Pow'r: 
RKais'd by my Husband's Lute, wit h Turrets crown'd, 
Our lofty City ſtands ſecur'd- around. 
Within my Court, whete- e er 1 turn my Eyes, 
Uabounded Treaſures to my Proſpect rife: 
With theſe my Face I modeſtly may name, 

As not unworthy of ſo high a Claim; 

Seven are my Daughters, of a Form Divine, 
With ſeven fair Sons, an indefective Line. 
Go, Fools! conſidet this; and ask the Cauſe 
From which my Pride its ſtrong Preſumpt ion draus 
Conſider this; and then prefer to me | 
| Cans the Titas's yagrant Progeny 
To whom, in Travel, the whole ſpacious bank 
No Room afforded fot her ſpurious Birth. 
Not the leaſt Part in Earth, in Heaven, or Seas, 

Would grant your outlaw'd Goddeſs any Eaſc: 
Till pitying;her's, from his own wandring Caſe, 

Delos, the floating Iſland, gave a Place. 
There ſhe a Mother. was, of two at moſt; 
Only the ſeventh Part of what I boaſt. 

My Joys all are beyond-Suſpicion fix d; 
With no Pollutions of Misfortune mix'd; 


L 


/ 
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cafe on the Baſs of my Pow'r 1 ſtand, 
xbove the Reach of Fortune's fickle Hand. 

Leſſen ſhe may my inexhauſted Store, 
and much deſtroy; yet ſtill muſt leave me more. 
cppoſe it poſſible that ſome may ö 8 
of this my num' rous lovely Progeny; 5 
gill with Latena 1 might ſafely vye. 
who, by her ſcanty Breed, ſcarce fit to name; 
zut ſuſt eſcapes the childleſs Woman's Shame: 

Go then, with Speed your laurel'd Heads uncrown, 
and leave the ſilly Farce you have begun. 

The tim'rous Throng their ſacred Rites forbore, 
And from their Heads the verdant Laurel tore; | 
Their haughty Queen they with Regret obey*d, - 

And ſtill in gentle: Murmurs ſoſtly ptay'd. | 

High, on the Top of m mady Mount; 

With Grief the Goddeſs ſaw the baſe Afftont; 
And, the Abuſe revolving in het Breaſt, 
The Mother her Twin; offspring thus addfeſt. 

Lo 1, my Children, who with Comfort knew 
Jour God-like Birth; and thence my Glory drew; 
And thence have claim'd Precedeney of Place 
From all but June of the heaw'nly Race, 8 
Muſt now deſpair; and languiſh in *Diſgrace. 4 
My Gedhead queſtion' d, and all Rites Divine, 
Valeſs you ſuccour, baniſ'd ftom my Shrine. 

Nay more, the Imp of Tantalus has flung 

Reflections with her vile paternal Tongue; 

Has dard prefer het mortal Bfeedsto mine; 

And call'd me childleſs g which, n. may” ws 
repine ! 
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When to urge more the Goddeſs was propar d, 

Phabus in haſte replies, Too much we've heard, 

And ev'ry Moment's loſt, while Vengeance is defer'g, 

Diana ſpoke the ſame, Then both enſhroud 

Their heav'nly Bodies in a ſable Cloud; 

And to the Theban Tow'rs deſcending light, 

Thro' the ſoft yielding Air direct their Flight. 
Without the Wall there lies a champian Ground 

With even Surface, far extending round, 

Beaten and level'd, while it daily feels 

The trampling Horſe, and Chariot's grinding Wheels, 

Part of proud Niobs's young rival Breed, 

Practiſing there to ride the manag'd Steed, 

Their Bridles boſs'd with Gold, were mounted high 

On ſtately Furniture of Tyrian Dye. 

Of theſe, Iſnenos, who by Birth had been 

The firſt fait Iſſue of the fruitful Queen, 

Juſt as he drew the Rein to guide his Hotſe 

Around the Compaſs of the circling Courſe, 

Sigh'd deeply, and the Pangs of Smart expreſs'd, 

While the Shaft tuck, engor'd within his Breaſt: 

And, the Reins dropping from his dying Hand, 

He ſunk quite down, and tumbled on the Sand. 

Srpylus next the rattling Quiver heard, 

And with full Speed for his Eſcape prepar'd; 

As when the Pilot from the black'ning Skies 

A gath'ring Storm of wintry Rain deſcries, 

His Sails-unfurl'd, and crowded all with Wind, 

He ſtrives to leave the threat'ning Cloud behind: 

So fled the Youth; but an unerring Dart 

O'ertook him, quick diſcharg'd, and ſped with Art; 


- 
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rix'd in his Neck behind, it trembling ſtood, 

And at his Throat diſplay'd the Point beſmear'd with 

Prone, as his Poſture was, he tumbled o'er, (Blood, 

4nd bath'd his Courſer's Mane with ſteaming Gore. 
Next at young P-+1:245 they took their Aim, 

And Tantalus, who bore his Grandſite's Name: 

Theſe, when their other Exerciſe was done, 

To try the Wreſtler's oily Sport begun; 

And, training ev*ry Nerve, their Skill expreſs'd 

jn cloſeſt Grapple, joining Breaſt to Breaſt: 

When from the bending Bow an Arrow ſent, 

Joyn'd as they were, thro” both their Bodies went: 

Both groan'd,and writhing both theic Limbs with Pain, 

They fell together bleeding on the Plain; 

Then both their languid Eye-balls faintly roul, 

And thus together breath away their Soul. 

With Grief Alphenor ſaw their doleful Plight, 

And ſmote his Breaſt, and ſicken'd at the Sight; 

Then to their Succour ran with eager hafte, 

And, fondly griev'd, their ſtiff' ning Limbs embrac'd; 

But in the Action falls: A thrilling Dart, 

By Phæbus guided, pierc'd him to the Heart, 

This, as they drew it forth, his Midriff tore, 3 

It's barbed Point the fleſly Fragments bore, 

And let the Soul guſh out in Streams of purple Gore. 

But Damaſiet hon, by a double Wound, f 
Beardleſs, and young, lay gaſping on the Ground, 

Fir d in his finewy Ham, the ſteely Point 

Stuck thre his Knee, and picrc'd the nervous Joint 3 
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And, as he ſtoop'd to tug the painful Dart, My gti 
Another ſtruck him in à vital Part; and w. 
Shot thro' his Wezon, by the Wing it hung, Feaſt 1» 


The Life-blood forc'd it out, and darting eee While 


Ilioneus, the laſt, with Terror ſands, ({pruny, WW raum 


_ Phebus was touch'd too late, the ſounding Boy 


Fi 
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| And doleful Sighs the heavy News proclaim; 


. Hoping to ſooth his Cares by endleſs Reſt, 
Had ſheath'd a Dagger in his wretched Breaſt, 


Lifting in Pray'r his unavailing Hands; 
And, ignorant from whom his Griefs atiſe, 
Spare me, O all ye heav'nly Pow'rs, ke cries: 


Had ſent the Shaft, and ſtruck the fatal Blow; 
Which yet but gently gor'd his tender Side, 
So by a ſlight, and eaſy Wound he dy'd. 

Swift to the Mother's Ears the Rumour came, 


With Anger and Surprize inflam'd by turns, 
In furious Rage her haughty Stomach burns: 
Firſt ſhe diſputes th* Effects of heav*nly Pow'r, 
Then at their daring Boldneſs wonders more; 
For poor Amphion with ſore Grief diſtceſt, 


And ſhe, who toſs'd her high diſdainful Head, 
When thro? the streets in ſolemn Pomp ihe led 
The Throng that from Latena's Altar fled, 
Aſſuming State beyond the proudeſt Queen 
Was now the miſerableſt Object ſeen. 
Froſtrate among the clay-cold Dead ſhe fell, 
And kiſs'd an undiſtinguiſt'd laſt Farewel. 
Then her pale Arms advancing to the Skies, 
Cruel Latona triumph now, ſhe cries, 


| 
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My grieving Soul in bitrer Anguiſh drench, 

and with my Woes your thirſty Paſſion quench 3 

feaſt your black Malice at a Price thus dear, 

While the ſore Pangs of ſev'n ſuch Deaths 1 bear. 
Triumph, too cruel Rival, and diſplay 

four conqu'rxing Standard; for you've won the Day: 


iet TI ercelz for yet, tho' ſev'n are ſlain, 


— 


Superior ſtill in Number I remain. 


$carce had he ſpoke; 3 the Bow-ſtring' 's twanging J 
Sound. 


Was heard, and dealt-freſh Terrors all around; | 
Which all, but Niobs alone, confound. "10: "8 
Stunn d, and obdurate by her Load of Grief, 
luſenſible ſhe ſits, not hopes Relief. 
zefote the fun ral Biers, all weeping Tad, 

Her Daughters ſtood, in Veſts of Sable clad. 
When one, ſurpriz'd, and ftung with ſudden Smart, 
In vain attempts to draw-the flicking Dart : 


But to grim Death her blooming Youth refigns, 


And Oer het Brother's Corpſe her dying Head reclines, 
This, to aſſwage her Mother's Anguith tries, 
And, ſilenc'd in the pious Action, dies; 


Shot by 3 ſecret Arrow, wing'd with Death, 


Her fault'ring Lips but only gaſp'd for Breath. 
One, on her dying Siſter, breathes her laſt; 


Vainly in Flight another's Hopes are plac'd: 


This hiding, from her Fate a Shelter ſeek 
That trembling ſtands, and fills the Air with Shrieks. 
And all in vain; for now all fix had found 


Their Way to Death, each by a diff rent Wound. 
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The laſt, with eager Care the Mother veild, 

Behind her ſpreading Mantle cloſe conceab'd, 

And with her Body guarded, as a Shield. 

Only for this, this youngeſt, I implore, 

Grant me this one Requeſt, I ask no more; 

oO Grant me this! the paſſionately cries, 

But while the ſpeaks, the deſtin d Virgin dies, 
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Widow'd, and Childteſs, lawentable gane! 
A doleful Sight, among the Dead me ſate; 
Harden'd with Woes, a Statue of Deſpair, 
To ev'ry Breath of Wind unmoy'd her Hair; 
Her Cheek ſtill red' ning, but its Colour dead, 
Faded her Eyes, and ſet within her Head. 
No more her pliant Tongue its Motion keeps, 
But ſtands congeal'd within her frozen Lips. 
Stagnate, and dull, within her purple Veins, 
Its Current Rop'd, the lifeleſs Blood remains, 
Her Feet theix uſual Offices refuſe,  _ 
Her Arms, and Neck their graceful Geſtures loſe: 
Action, and Life from ey'ry Part are gone, 
And ev'n her Entrails turn to ſolid Stone; 
Yet till the weeps, and whizl'd by ſtormy Winds, 
Born thro' the Air, her native Country finds; 
There fix'd, the ftands upon a bleaky Hill, 
There yet hes marble Checks eternal Tears diſtil. 


Tat 
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The Peaſants of LNCIA traniform'd to Frogs 


-Then all, reclaim'd by this Example, mou'd 
A due Regard for each peculiar God: iv 
zock Men, and Women their Deyoirs expreſs d. A 
nud great Latona's awful Pow'r confels'd. 
Then, tracing Inſtances of older Time, 
To ſuit the Nature of the preſent Crime, 
Thus one begins his Tale.----Where Lycia yields 

A golden Harveſt from its fertile Fields, 
Some churlim Peafants, in the Days of Tote, 
ptovok' d the Goddeſs to ex ert her Pow'r. 

The thing indeed the Meanneſs of the Place 

Has made obſcure; ſurptizing as it was; 

But I my ſelf once happen'd to behold 

This famous Lake of which the Story's told. 

My Father then, worn out by Length of Days, 

Not able to ſuſtain the tedious Ways, 

Me with a Guide had ſent the Plains to roam, 

And drive his well-fed ſtragling Heifers home. 
Hete, as we ſaunter'd thro' the verdant Meads, 

We ſpy'd a Lake o'er-grown with trembling Reeds. 
Whoſe wavy Tops an op'ning Scene diſcloſe, 

From which an antique ſmoaky Altar roſe. 

J, as my ſuperſtitious Guide had done, 
Stop'd ſhort, and bleſs'd my ſelf, and then went on; 
Yet I enquir'd to whom the Altar ſtood, 
Faunus, the Naids, or ſome native God? 
No Silvan Deity, my Friend replies, 
Enſhtin'd within this hallow'd 4 lies: 

* lh N 
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For this, O Youth, to that fam'd Goddeſs ſtands, 

Whom, at th' imperial Jane's rough Commands, 

Of ey'ry Quarter of the Earth bereav'd, 

Delos, the floating Ile, at length receiy'd, 

Who there, in ſpice of Enemies, brought forth, 

Beneath an Olive's Shade, her great Tu in - birth. 
Hence too ſhe fled the furious Stepdame's Po. 

And in her Arms a double Godhead bore; 

And now the Borders of fair Lycis:gain'd, 

Juſt when the Summer Solſtice parch'd the Land, 

with Thirſt the Goddeſs languiſhing, no more 

Her empty'd 'Bresſt would yield its milky Store ; 

When, from below, the ſmiling Valley ſhow'd 

A ſilver Lake that in its Bottom flow'd: ?: 

A ſort of Clowns were reaping, near the Bank, 

The bending Ofier, and the Bullruſh dank; 

The Creſle, and Water-lilly, fragrant Weed, 

Whoſe juicy Stalk the liquid Fountains feed, 

The Goddeſs came, and knecling on the Brink, 

Stoop'd at the freſh Repaſt, prepar'd to drink. 

Then thus, being hinder'd by the Rabble Race, 

In Accents mild expoſtulates the Caſe, 

Water I only ask, and ſure *tis hard . 

From Nature's common Rights to be debatr'd; | 

This, as the genial Sun, and vital Air, 

Should flow alike to ev'ry Creature's Share. 

Yet ſtill I ask, and as a Fayour crave, 

That, which a publick Bounty, Nature. gave, 

Nor do I ſeek my weary Limbs to drench; 

Only, with one cool Draught, my -Thicſt I'd quench. 
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Now from my Thrgat the uſual Moiſture dries, 
And ern my Voige in broken Accents dies: 
one Draught as dear as, Life 1 ſhould eſteem, 
ind Water, ng, I thirſt, would Nectar ſecqp. 
ob! let my little Babes your Piry move, 
Aud melt your Hearts to charizable Loyes 
They (as by chance they did) extend to you 
Theic little Hands, and my Requeſt purſue. 
Whom would theſe ſoft Perſwaſions not ſubdue, 
Tho! the moſt ruſtick, and unmanner'd Crew? 
Yet they the Goddeſs's Requeſt refuſe, 
And with wide, Words reproachfully abuſe : 
Nay more, with ſpiteful Feet the Villains trod 
0'er the ſoft Bottom of the marſhy Flood, [ 12 8 
And blacken'd all the Lake with Clouds of riſing 
ger Thirſt by Indignation was ſuppreſs'd; 
Bent on Revenge, the Goddeſs ſtood confeſs d. 
Her ſuppliant Hands uplifting to the Skies, 
For a Redreſs, to Heav'n ſhe now applies. 
And, May you live, the paſſiongtely cry'd, 
Doom'd. in that Pool for ever to abide. . 
The Goddeſs. has ber Wiſh; for now they chuſe 
To plunge and dive among the watry Ooze; 
Sometimes they new their Head above the Brim, 
And on the glaſſy Surface ſpread to ſwim; 
Often upon the Bank their Station take, 
Then ſpring, and leap into the cooly Lake. 
Still, void of shame, they lead a clam'rous Life, 
And, croaking, Kill! ſcold on in endleſs Strife; 
Compell'd to live beneath the liquid Stream, 
Mens i they quazrel, and attempt to vkueam. | 
N 2 | 


220 Ov 1 D's Mithmopbiſer. Book I 


Now, from their bloated Throat, their Voice puts 
Imperfect Murmurs in a hoarſer Tone; 

Theit noiſy Jaws, with Bawling now grown vide, 
An ugly Sight: extend on either Side: 

Theis motly Back, ſtreak d with a Liſt of Green, 
Joyn'd to their Head, withbüt à Neck is ſeen; 
And, with a Belly broad and white, they look 
Meer POOR, and IN N the een Brock. 


Tie Fate of Mans YAS. 


Scarce had the Man this famous Story told, . 
Of Vengeance on the Heians ſhown of old, 
When ſtrait Another pictures to their View 
The Satyr's Fate, whom angry Phorbns flew ; 
Who, rais'd with high Conceit, and puff*d with Pride 

At his own Pipe the Skilful God defy'd. 
| Why do you tear me from my ſelf he cries } 

Ah cruel! muſt my Skin be made the Prize! 

This for a filly Pipe? he roaring ſaid. 
Mean while the Skin from off his Limbs was flayd 
All bare, and raw, one large continu'd Wound, 
With Streams of Blood his Body bath'd the Ground: 
The blueiſh Veins their trembling Pulſe diſclos'd, 
The ſtringy Nerves lay naked, and expos'd; 
His Guts appear'd, diſtinctly each expreſs'd, 
With ev'ry ſhining Fibre of his Breaſt. 

The Fauas, and Silvans, with the Werd that tore 
Among the Satyrs in the ſhady Grove; 
olympus, known of old, and ey*ry Swain | - 
That fed, or Flock, or Herd upon the Plain, 


4 
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rewail'd the Loſs; and with their Tears that flow 7. 
zkindly Moiſture on the Earth beſtow'd; . 
That ſoon, conjoyn'd, and in @ Body Ka. a 
gyrung from the Ground, to limpid Water chang d;, 
which, down thro? Phrygia's Rocks, a mighty Stream, 
Comes tumbling to the Sea, ang ogy is its uns 


' The Story of BE E LO PS. 


From theſe Relations ſtrait the People turn 
To preſent Truths, and loſt Amphion mourn : 
The Mother moſt was blam'd, yet ſome relate 
That Pelops pity'd, and bewail'd her Fate, 
And ſtript his Cloaths, and laid his Shoulder bare, 
And made. the ly Ty Miracle appear. | 
This Shoulder, from the firſt, was form dof rlem, 
As lively as the other, and as fieſhz; 
But, when the Youth was by his Father flain, 
The Gods reftor'd his mangled Limbs again; . 
Only that Place which j joins the Neck, and Am, 
The reſt untouch'd, was found to ſuffer Harm: 
The Loſs of which an Iy ry Piece ſuſtain'd; * 
And thus the Youth his Lim':s, and Life regain x” 


The Story of TEREUS, Proc NE, and 
PHILOMELA. 


To Thebes the neighb'ring Princes all repair, 
And with Condolance the Misfoztune ſhare. 
Each bord'ring State in ſolemn Form addreſs d 
And each betimes a friendly Grief expreſs” "Ul 

| N 3 
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Ates, with Sparte, and Mycene's Towns, 
And culydbn, yet free from fierce Diana's Frowns, 
Corinth for fineſt Braſs well fam'd of old, 
Orthimenos for Men of Courage bold: 
cleona lying in the lowly Dale, 
And rich Meſſend with its fertile Vale: 
Pylos, for Neſtor's City after fam'd, 
And Træzen, not as yet from Pittheus nam d. 
And thoſe fair Cities, which are hem'd around 
By double Seas within the Hfhmian Ground; 
And thoſe, which farther from the Sea-coaft and, 
Lodg'd in the Boſem of the ſpacious Land, 
Who can believe it? Athen was the lan: 
Tho? for Politeneſs fam'd for A ges paſt. / 
For a ſtrait Siege, which then their Walls enclos'd, 
Such Acts of kind Humanity oppos' d: 
And thick with Ships, from foreign Nations bound 
Sea ward their City lay inveſted round. | 
Theſe, with auxiliar Forces led from far, 
Tereus of Thrace, brave, and inut'd to War, 
Had quite defeated, and obtain'd a Name, 
The Wartior's Due, among the Sons of Fame, 
This, with his Wealth, and Pow'r, and ancient Line, 
From Mars deriv'd, Pandion's Thoughts incline 5 
His Daughtet Precnò with the Prince to joyn. 
Nor Hymen, not the Graces here preſide, 
Nor Juno to befriend the blooming Bride; 
But Fiends with fun'ral Brands the Proceſs led, 
And Furies waited at the Genial Bed: 
And all Night long the ſcrieching Owl aloof, 
With baleful _ ſate brooding o'er the Rook, 
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with ſach ill O-ens was the Match begun, 

That made them Parents of a hopeful Son. 

Now Thrace congratulates their ſeeming Joy, 


if the fair Queen's Eſpouſals pleas'd before, 

yn the new-born Prince, now pleaſes more; 

And each bright Day, the Birth, and Bridal Feaſt, 
Were kept with hallow'd Pomp above the reſt. 
50 far true Happineſs may lye conceal'd, 

When, by falſe Lights, we fancy 'tis reveal'd ! 

Now, ſince their Nuptials, had the golden Sun 
Five Courſes round his ample Zodiac run; 

When gentle Procne thus her Lord addteſs'd, 
And ſpoke the ſecrer Wiſhes of her Breaft': 

1f1, the faid, have ever Favour found, 

Let my Petition with Succeſs be crown'd: 

Let me at Athens my dear Siſter ſee, 

or let her come to Thrace, and vifit me. 
And, left my Father ſnould her Abſenee mourn, 
Promiſe that ſhe ſhall make a quick Return. 
With Thanks I'd own the Obligation due 

Only, O Terews, to the Gods, and you. 

Now, ply'd with Oar, and Sail at his Command, 
The nimble Gallies reach'd th' Athenian Land, 
And anchor'd in the fam'd Pirean Bay, 

While Tereus to the Palace takes his Way; 
The King ſalutes, and Ceremonies paſt, 
Begins the fatal Embaſly at laſt; 
The Occaſion of his Voyage he declares, 
And, with his own, his Wife's Requeſt prefers; 
N 4 | | 
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| And they, in thankful Rites, their Minds employ. 
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Asks Leave that, only for a little Space, 

Their lovely Sifter might embark for Thrace, 
Thus, while he ſpoke,. appear'd the PEN 

Bright Philomela, ſplendidly array' d; 

But moſt attractive in her charming Face, 

And comely Perſon, turn' d with ev'ry Grace: 

Like thoſe fair Nymphs, that are deſerib'd to rore 


Acroſs the Glades, and Op'nings of the Grove; 


Only that theſe are dreſs'd for Silvan Spotts, 
And leſs become the Finery of Courts. 
Tereus beheld the Virgin, and admit d, 
And with the Coals of burning Luft was firs; 
Like crackling Stubble, or the Summer Hay, 
When forked Lightaings o'er, the Meadows play, 
Such Charms in any Breaſt might kindle Love, 
But him the Heats of inbred. Lewdneſs move; 
To which, tho? Thrace is naturally prone, 
Yet his is ſtill ſuperior, and his own. 
Strait ber Attendants he deſigns to buy, 
And with. large Bribes her Governeſs would try: 
Herſelf with ample Gifts reſolves to bend, 
And his whole Kingdom in th' Attempt expend : 
Or, ſnatch'd away by Force of Arms, to beat, 
And juſtify rhe Rape with open War. 
The boundleſs Paſſion boi!s within his Breaſt," 
And his projecting Soul admits no Reſt. 
And now, impatient of the leaſt Delay, 
By pleading Procne's Cauſe, he ſpeeds his Way: 
The Eloquence of Love his Tongue inſpires, 
Aud, in his Wife's, he ſpeaks is own Deſires; 
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Hence all bis lmportuhities ariſe, 
and Tears unmanly trickle from his Eyes. 
je Gods! what thick involving Darkneſs blinde 
The ſtupid Faculties of mortal Minds! © - | 
lien the Credit of Good-nature gains 
From theſe his Crimes; ſo well the Villain feigns, 
and; tinſuſpeRing of his baſe Deſigns, 
In the Requeſt fair Philomela joyns 3 
het ſnowy Arms her aged Sire embrace, 
And claſp his Neck with an endearing Grace 
Only to fee her Siſter the entreats, 
A ſceming Blefling, which a Curſe compleats. 
Terews ſurveys her with a luſcious Eye, | 
And in his Mind foreſtalls the bliſsful Joy: 
Her circling Arms a Scene of Luſt inſpire, 
And ev'ry Kiſs foments the raging Fire. 
Fondly he wiſhes for the Father's Place, 
To feel, and ro return the warm Embrace; 
Since not the neareſt Ties of filial Blood 
Would damp his Flame, and force him to be ooh 
At length, for both their ſakes, the King Agrees | 
And Philomela, on her bended Knees, | 
Thanks him for what her Fancy calls Succeſs, 
When cruel Fate intends her nothing, leſs. 
Now Phabus, haſtning to ambroſial Reſt, 
His fiery Steeds drove floping down the Weſt: 
The ſculptur'd Gold with ſparkling Wines was lh d 
And, with rich Meats, each chearful Table mil d. 


Plenty, and Mirth the royal Banquet, cloſe, FEY 


Then all retire te Sleep, and ſweet Repolc,. . og, 
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But the lewd Monarch, cho“ withdrawn apart, 
Still feels Love's Poiſon rankling in his Hean: 
Her Face Divine is ſtamp'd within his Breaſt, 
Fancy imagines, and improves the reſt: 
And thus, kept waking by intenſe Delire, 
He nouriſhes his own prevailing Fire. 
Next Day the good old King for Ter: fends, 
And to his Charge the Virgin recommends; 
His Hand with Tears th' indulgent Father preſs'd, 
Then ſpoke, and thus with Tenderneſt addreſs'd. 
Since the kind Inſtances of pious Love, 
Do all Pretence of Obſtacle remove 
Since Procne's, and her own, with your Requeſt, 
O'er-rule the Fears of a Paternal Breaſt; 
With you, dear Son, my Daughter 1 entruſt, 
And by the Gods adjure you to be juſt; 
By Truth, and ev'ry conſanguineal Tye, 
To watch, and guard her with a Father's Eye. 
And, ſince the leaſt Delay will tedious prove, 
In keeping from my Sight the Child 1 love, 
With Speed return her, kindly to aſſwage 
The tedious Troubles of my lingring Age. 
And you, my Philomel, let it ſuffice, 
To know your Siſter's baniſh'd from my Eyes; ; 
If any Senſe of Duty ſways your Mind, 
Let me from you the ſhorteſt Abſence find. 
He wept ; then kiſs'd his Child; and while he ſpeaks 
The Tears fall gently down his aged Checks. 
Next, as a Pledge of Fealty, he demands, 


And, with 2 ſolemn Charge, conjoynstheis lands) 


l 


And to a Lodge in diftant Woods convey'd; 
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Then to his Daughter, and his Grandſon ſends, 
and by their Mouth a Blefling recommends ; 
while, in a Voice with dire Forebodings broke, 
cobbing, and faint, the laſt Farewel was ſpoke. 

Now Philomela, ſcarce receiv'd on Board, 
And in the royal gilded Bark fecur'd, 


| 3cheld the Daſhes of the bending Oar, 


The rufled Sea, and the receding Shore; 
When ſtrait (his Joy impatient of Diſguiſe) 
We've gain d our Point, the rough Barbarian cries; 
Now 1 poſſefs the dear, the bliſsful Hour, ok 
And ev*ry Wiſh fub jected to my Tower. | 
Tranſports of Luſt his vicious Thoughts employ, 
Aud he forbears, with Pain, th* expected Joy. : 
His gloting Eyes inceffantly furvey'd 4 
The Virgin Beauties of the lovely Maid: 
As when the bold rapacious Bird of Fove, 
With crooked Talons ſtooping from above, 
Has ſnatcht, and carry'd to his lofty Neft ; his 
A Captive Hare, with cruet Gripes oppreſt ; 3 
zeeure, with fix d, and unkelenting Eyes, 
He fits, and views the helpleſs, trembling Piize. i 
Theit Veſſels now had made th* intended Land, 
And all with Joy deſcend upon the strand; . 
When the falſe Tyrant ſeiz d the Princely —_ 
Jale, ſinking, and diſtreſs'd with jealous F cath, 
And asking for her Siſter all in Tears. * l 
The Letcher, for Enjoyment fully bent, at. 


| No longer now conceal'@ ki Mag: 
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But with rude Haſte the bloomy Girl defloyr'd, jet,“ 
Tender, de fenceleſs, and with Eaſe o' erpower' d. stab 
Her piercing Accents to her Sire complain, oh h. 
And to her abſent Siſter, but in vain: The 
In vain ſhe importunes, with doleful Cries, Ther 
Each unattentive, Godhead of the Skies. Had 
She pants, and trembles, like the bleating Prey, But, 
From ſome cloſe-hunted Wolf juſt ſnatch'd away; And 


That ſtill, with fearful Horror, looks around, 
And an its Flank regards the bleeding Wound. 
Or, as the tim'rous Dove, the Danger o'er, 
Zeholds her ſhining Plumes beſmear'd with Gore, 
And, tho' deliver'd from the Faulcon's Claw, 
Yet ſhivers, and retains a ſecxet Awe. | 
But when her Mind a calm Reflection ſhar d, 
And all her ſcatter'd Spirits were repair'd: 
Torn, and diſorder d while her Treſſes hung, 
Her livid Hands, like one that mourn d, ſhe wing; 
Then thus, with Grief obermhelm'd her languid Eyes, | 
Savage, inhumane, cruel Wretch! the cries; 
Whom nor. a Parent's ſtrict Commands could mort, 
Tho' charg d, and utter d with the Tears of Lose; 
Nor Virgin Innocence, nor all that's due 
To the ſtrong Contract of che Nuptial Vo. 
Virtue, by this, in wild Confuſion's laid, 


And 1 compell'd to wrong my. Siſter's Bed; 
Whilſt you, regardleſs of your, Marriage Oath, 


With Stains af Inceſt have defil' d us Both. 
Tho” 1 deſery'd:ſome Puniſhment to find, 
This. was, Je Gods, too cruel, and unkind. 


as 
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Yet, Villain, to compleat your horrid Guilt, 
gab here, and let my tainted Blood be ſpilt. 
oh happy !abad it come, before I knew 
The curs'd Embrace of vile perfidious you; 
Then my pale Ghoſt, pure from inceſtuous Love, 
Had wander'd ſpotleſs thro* th? Elyſian Grove. 
But, if the Gods above have Pow'r to know, 

And judge thoſe Actions that are done below; 
Valeſs the dreaded Thunders of the Sky, 
Like me, ſubdu'd, and violated lye; 
Still my Revenge ſhall take its proper Time, 
And ſuit the Baſeneſs of your hellih Crime. 

My ſelf, abandon'd, and devoid of Shame,' 
Thro' the wide World your Actions will proclaim; 
ot tho? I'ma priſon'd in this lonely Den, 
Obſcur'd, and bury'd from the Sight of Men, 
My mournful Voice the pitying Rocks thall move, 
And my Compolnlygs eccho thro' the Grove. 
Hear me, O Heav'n! and, if a God be there, 
Let him regard me, and accept my Pray'r. 
Struck with theſe Words, the Tyrant's guilty Breaſt 
With Fear, and Anger, was, by turns, poſſeſt; 
Now, with Remorſe his Conſcience deeply ſtung, 
He drew the Faulchion that beſide him 1 
And firſt her tender Arms behind her bound, 
Then drag'd her by the Hait along the Ground, 
The Princeſs willingly her Throat reclin'd, 
Aud view'd the Steel with a contented Mind ; 
- But foon her Tongue the girding Tinchers ſtrain, 
With Anguiſh, ſoon mne feels the piercing Pain : 


"4 
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oh Father! Father! ſhe would fain have ſpoke, 
But the ſharp Torture her Intention broke; 
In vain ſhe tries, for now the Blade has cut 
Her Tongue ſheer off, cloſe to the trembling Rog, 
The mangled Part ſtill quiver'd. on the Ground, 
 Murmucing with a faint imperfect Sound: 
And, as a Serpent writhes his wounded Train, 
Uneaſy, panting, and poſſeſs'd with Pain; 
The Piece, while Life remain'd, till trembled faſt, 
And to its Miftreſs pointed to the laſt. 

Yet, after this ſo damn'd, and black a Deed, 
Fame (which 1 ſcarce can credit) has agreed, 
That on her ri fled Charms, ſtill void of Shame, 
He frequently indulg d his luſtful Flame. 

At laſt he ventures to his Procne's Sight» 
Loaded with Guilt, and cloy'd with long Delight; 
There, with feign'd Grief, and falſe, diſſembled Sighs 
Begins a formal Narrative of Lies; 
Her Siſter” s Death he artfully declares, 
Then weeps, and raifes Credit from his Tears. 
Her Veſt, with Flow' ts of Gold embroider'd o'er, 


7 


With Grief diſtreſs'd, the moutuful Matron tore, 

And a beſteming Suit of gloomy Sable wore. 
With Coſt, an honorary Tomb the rais'd, 

And thus th' imaginary Ghoſt appeas'd. 

Deluded Queen! the Fate of her you love, 

Nor Grief, nor Pity, but Revenge ſhould move. 
Thro* the twelve Signs had paſs d the circling an, 

And round the Compaſs of the Zodiac un; „ 

What muſt unhappy Philomela do, 

For ever ſubject to her Keeper's View? 
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Huge Walls of mally Stone the Lodge furround, 

rrom her own Mouth no way of ſpesking's found. 

Zut all our Wants by Wit may be ſuppl yd, 

and Art makes up, what Fortune has . 

with Skill exact 4 Fhrygian Web the ſtrung, 

vix'd to a Loom that in her Chamber hung, 

where in-wrought Peters, upon White diſplay'd, 
In purple Notes, her wretched Caſe betray d: 

che Piece, when: finiſh d, ſecretly the gave 

Into the Charge of one poor menial Slave; 

And then, with Geſtures, made him underſtand, EE 
1 wuſt be ſafe convey d to Proms Hand, = 
The Slave, with Speed, the Queen's Apartment forts; 
And render d up his . aeg of what he 

brought © 

But when the Cyphers, F_ in each Fold, 

Her Siſter's melancholy Story told, BY 

(strange that the. could!) with Silence; the farvey's 

The tragick Piece, and without weeping read: 

In ſuch tumultuous Haſte her Paſſions ſprung, 

They choak d her Voice: and quite difarm'd ber rongue. 

No Room for: female Tears; the Furie, rife; | 

Darting vindictise Glances from her Eyes; i 

And, ſtung with Rage, he bounds from . Place; 

While tern Revenge ſits. low ring in her Fave, * 

Now the tzieanial Celebration came, 

Obſery'd to Bacchus by each Thracias Dame 

When, in the Privacies of \Night'rotivd, 

They act his Rites, with ſacred Rapture fit d: | 

By Night, the t inkling Cymbals ring around, 

While the Quill Notes from Rhoilope"refound e? 
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By Night, the Queen, diſguis'd, forſakes the Court 
To mingle in the Feſtival Reſort. 

Leafs of the curling Vine her Temples ſhade, 
And, with a circling Wreath, adorn her Head: | 
Adown her Back the Stag's rough Spoils appear, 

Light on her Shoulder leans a Cornel Spear, 
Thus, in the Fury of the God conceal'd, 

Procne her own mad headftrong Paſſion veil'd; 

Now, with her Gang, to the thick Wood ſhe flies, 

And with religious Yellings fills the Skies; 

The fatal Lodge, as 'twere by chance, ſhe ſeeks, 

And, thro' the bolted Doors, an Entrance breaks; 

From thence, her Siſter ſnat ching by the Hand, 

Mask'd like the ranting Bacchanalian Band, 

Within the Limits of the Court ſhe drew, 

Shading, with Ivy green, her outward Hue, 

But Philomela, conſcious of the Place, 

Felt new reviving. Pangs of her Diſgrace ; 

A ſhiv'ring Cold preyail'd-in ev'ry Part, 

And the chill'd Blood ran trembling to her Hean, 
soon as the Queen a fit Retirement found, | 

Stript of the Garlands that her Temples crown'd, 

She ſtrait unveil'd her bluſhing Siſter's Face, 

And fondly claſp'd her with a clofe Embrace: 

But, in Confuſion loſt, th' unhappy Maid, 


With Shame dejected, hung her drooping Head, 
As guilty, of à Crime that ſtain'd her Siſter's Bed. ) 
That Speech, that ſhould her injur d Virtue cleats, 
And make her ſpotleſs Innocence appear, 
Is now no more; only hes Hands, and Eyes 
Appeal, in \ Signals, to the conſcious Skies, 
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bens Breaſt the riſing Paſſions , boil, — 
i barſt in Anger with a mad Recoil; 
ver Siſter's ill-tim'd*Grief, with Scorn, me plames, 
then, in theſe furious Words her Rage proclaims. 3 
Tears, unavailing, but defer our Time, l 
The ſtabbing sword muſt expiate the Crime; 
or worſe, if Wit, on bloody vengeance bent, | 


x Weapon more tormenting can invent. 
0 Siſter! I've prepar d my ſtubborn Heart. 

To act ſome helliſſi, and unheard-of Part 3 4008 al 
Either the Palace to ſurround with Fire, 
and ſee the Villain in the Flames bite -1 
Or, with a Knife, dig out his curſed Eyes, 43 


Ot, his falſe Tongue with racking Engines ſeize; 3 2 
Or, cut away the Part that injur d you, 
And, thro? a thouſand Wounds, his guilty Soul . 
Tortures enough my Paſſion has deſign'd, | | 
But the Variety diſtracts my Mind, | | 
Awhile, thus wav'ring, ſtood the furious dame, 
When 7tys fondling to his Mother came; ED” 
From him the cruel fatal Hint ſhe took, oy 
She view'd him with a ſtern remorſelefs Look; 
Ah! but too like thy wicked Sire, the ſaid, 
Fotwing the direful Purpoſe in her Head. 
At this a ſullen Grief her Voice ſuppreſt, 
While ſilent Paſſions ſtruggle in-her Breaſt. 
Now, at her Lap arriv'd, the flatt'ring Boy 
Salutes his Parent with a ſmiling Joy: | 
About her Neck his little Arms are thrown, 
And he accoſts her in a pratling Tone. 
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Then her tempeſtuous Anger was allay'd, | 
And in its full Career her Vengeance ſtay'd; 
While tender Thoughts, in ſpite of Paſſion, riſe, 
And melting Tears diſarm her: threat'ning Eyes, 
But when ſhe found the Mother's eaſy Heart, 
Too fondly ſwerving from rh” intended Part; 
Her injur'd Siſter's Face again ſhe view d: 
And, as by turas ſurveying Both ſhe ſtood, 
While this fond Boy (ihe ſaid) can thus exprefs 
The moving Accents of his fond Addreſs; 
Why ftands my Sifter of her Tongue bereft, 

| Fotlorn, and ſad, in ſpeechleſs. Silence left! 

oO Procnd, ſee the Fortune of your Houſe! | 
Such is your Fate, when match'd to ſuch a Spouſe! 
Conjugal Duty, if obſery'd to him, 

Would change from Virtue, and become a Crime; 
For all Reſpect to Tereus muſt debaſe 

The noble Blood of Great Pandion's Race. 

Strait at theſe Words, with big Reſentment fill'd, 
Furious her Look, the flew, and ſeiz d her Child; 
Like a fell Tigteſs of the ſavage Kind, 

That drags the tender Suckling of the Hind 
Thro' India's gloomy Greves, where Ganges laves 
The ſhady Scene, and rouls his ſtreamy Waves. 
No to a cloſe Apartment they were come, 
Far off retir'd within the ſpacious Dome; 
When Procne, on, revengeful Miſchief bent, 
Home to his Heart a piercing Poinyard ſeat. 
Itys, with rueful Cries, but all to late, 

Holds out his Hands, and deprecates his Fate; 
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Sill at his Notller' 5 Neck be fondly aims, 
And ſtrives to melt her with endearing, Names; 
Yet ſtill the cruel Mother perſe veres, 

Not with Concern his bitter Anguiſh hears, 

This might ſuffice; but Philomela too 


IL 


Acroſs his Throat a ſhining. Curtlaſa drew... We 
Then Both, with Knives, diſſect each quiv'ring Part, 
and carve the butcher'd Limbs with cruel. Art; 
Which, whelm'd in boiling Cauldrons Oer the Fire- 
or turn*d on Spits, in ſteamy Smoak aſpitree: 
While the long Entries, with theit ſlipp'ry Floor, 
Run down in purple Streams of clotted Gt. 

Ask'd by his Wife to this inhuman n ' 
Terens onkoowingly, i is made a Gueſt: ir 
whil the her Plot the better to diſguiſe, . 
Stiles it ſome unknown myſtick Sacrifices ., 
And fuch tle Nature of the hallow'd „ 
rhe Wife her Husband only could invite, > 
The Slaves muſt all withdraw, and be debarx d the 
Tertui, upon a Throne of antique State, 

Loftily tals'd, before the Banquet ſate ; 
And Glutton like, luxuriouſly pleas' d. 
wich his own Fleſh his hungry Maw appeas 4. 
Nay, ſuch 2 Blindneſs o'er his Senſes falls, 
That he for 1tys to the Table calls. | 
When Procu#, now impatient to diſcloſe _ 
The Joy that from her full Revenge aroſe, 
Cries out, in Tranſports of a cruel Mind, 
Within your ſelf your Zrys you may find. 
Still at this puzzling Anſwer, with Surpriſe, | 
Around the Room he ſends his curious Eyes; 
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And, as he ſtill inquir'd, and c all'd aloud, . 
Fierce Philomela, all beſmear'd. with Blood, 
Her Hands with Murder ſtain'd, her ſpreading Hy 
Hanging diſhevePd with a ghaſtly Air, 
Stept forth, and flung full in the Tyrant's Face. 
The Head of Itys, goary as it was: 
Nor ever long' d ſo much to uſe her Tongue, 
_ &ndiwith a juſt Reproach to vindicate her Wron 
The Thracian Monarch from the Table flings, 
While with bis Cries the vaulted Parlour rings; 
His Imprecations eccho down to Hell, 
And rouze the ſnaky Furies from their Stygian Cell 
One. while he labours to diſgorge his Breaſt, 
And free his Stomach from the curſed Feaſt, MN. 
Then, weeping o'er his limentable Doom, 
He tiles himſelf his Son's ſepulchral Tomb, 
Now, with drawn Sabre, and impetuous by 
Tn cloſe Purſuit he drives Pandion's Breed ; 
Whoſe nimble Feet ſpring with ſo ſwift a Force 
Acroſs the Fields, they ſeem to wing their Courſe, 
And now, on real Wings themſelves they raiſe, .. 
And ſteer their airy Flight by diff rent Ways; 
One to the W6odland's ſhady Covert hies, 
Around the ſmoaky Roof the other flies; 
Whoſe Feathers yet the Marks of Murder ſtain, 
Where, ſtampt upon her Breaſt, the crimſon Spots te- 
main. 
Tereus, through Grief, and Haſte to be reveng' d, 
Shares the like Fate, and to a Bird is chang d: 
Fix'd on his Head, the creſted Plumes appear, 
Long is his Beak, and ſharpen'd like a Spear 3 
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Thus: arm'd, his Looks his inward Mind diſplay, - 
and, to a Lapwing turn d, he fans his War: 
Exceeding Trouble, for his Children's Fate, 
guorten d Panllion' 8 Days, and chang 'd his. . 33 
Down to the Shades below, with Sorrow: ek 
An e unexpeied Ghoſt he went. 
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"Boreas in 1 


ba &. _— 


bhi next th' Athenian Sceptre Gan” 


Whoſe Rule the state with joynt -Conſent ; 5 
80 mix d his Juſtice with his valour flow d, 


His Reign one Scene of. Princely Goodneſs nere. | 


'Four hopeful Touths, as many Females bright, 


zprung from his Loyns, and ſooth'd him with . 
Two of theſe Siſters, of a lovelier Ait, 

Excell'd the reſt, tho? all the reſt were fair. 

Procris, to cephalus i in Wedlock ty'd, | 6 

Bleſs d the young Silvan with a blooming Bride : 

For Orithyia Boreas ſuffer” d Pain, 


For the coy Maid. ſue d long, but ſue d in in vain: 


Tereus his Neighbour, and his Thracian Blood, 
Againſt the Match a main Obje&ion ſtood; _ 
Which made his Vows, and all his ſuppliant Love, 


Empty as Air, and ineffectual prove. 


But when he found his ſoothing Flatt ries fail, 
Nor ſaw his ſoft Addreſſes cou'd avail  . 
Bluſt'ring with Ire, he quickly, has Recourſe 
To roughet Arts, and his own native Force. 
'Tis well, he ſaid; ſuch Uſage is my Due, 
When thus diſguis'd by foreign ways I ſue 5 
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In foaming Billows raiſe the hoary Deep, 


And bcuiſe, with catling Hail, the Plains below, 


With ſuch'a boiſt'rous full Career engage, 


At which, afar the hiv? ring Sea was fan'd, 
And the wide Surface of the diſtant Land: 
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When my ſtern Airs, and Fierceneſs 1 diſclain, 


Aud figh for Love, tidieulouſſy tame; 
when ſoft Addreſſes foolifhly I try, 


Nor my own ſttonget Remedies apply. 
By Force and Violence 1 chiefly live, 
By them the lowring ſtormy Tempeſts drive; 


Writhe knotted Oaks, and ſandy Deſarts ſweep; 
Congeal the. falling Flakes of fleecy Snow, 


1, and my Brother-Winds, when joyn'd above, 
Thro' the 'wafte Champian of the Skies we roye, 


That Heav ns whole Concave thunders at our Rage. 
While, N from nitrous s Clouds, fierce Lightning) 
play, ; 

Dait thro' the Storm, and, gild the gloomy Day, 
Or when, in ſubterraneous Caverns pent, 

My Breath, againſt the hollow Earth, is bent, 
The quaking World above, and Ghoſts below, 
My mighty Pow'r, by dear Experience, know, 
Tremble with Fear, and dread the fatal Blow. 


This is the only Cure to be apply d, 


Thus to Erechtbæus 1 ſhould be ally'd ; 
And thus the ſcornful Virgin thould be wood, 
Not by Intreat y, but by. Force ſubdu d. 

Boreas, in Paſſion, ſpoke theſe huffing things, 
And, as he ſpoke, he hook his dreadful Wings; 


1 
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His duſty Mantle oer the Hills he drew, | 
And ſwept the lowly Vallies, as he flew; 

Then, with his yellow Wings, embrac'd the Maid, 


Aud, wrapt in dusky Clouds, far off conyey'd. 


The ſparkling Blaze of Love's prevailing Fire 


W $hons brighter as he flew, and flam'd the higher. 


And now the God, poſſeſs d of his Delight, 

To Northern Thrace purſu d his airy Flight, 

Where the young raviſh'd Nymph became his Bride, 
And ſoon the luſcious Sweets of Wedlock try'd. 

Tuo lovely Twins, th' Effect of this Embrace, 
Crown their ſoft Labours, and their Nuptials grace ; 
Who, like their Mother, beautiful, and fair, 

Their Father's Strength, and feather'd Pinions ſhares 
Yet theſe, at firſt, were wanting, as *tis ſaid, 
And after, as they grew, their Shoulders ſpread, 


' Zethes and Calais, the pretty Twins, 


RKemain'd unfledg d, while imooch their beardleſs 
Chins; 

Int when, in Time, the budding Gilver Down 

Shaded their Face, and on their Cheeks was grown 

Tvo ſprouting Wings upon their Shoulders ſprung, 

Like thoſe in Birds, that veil the callow Young, 

Then as their Age advane d, and they began 

From greener Youth to ripen into Man, 


With Jaſon's Argonauts they croſs'd the Seas, 


Embark'd in queſt of the fam'd Golden Fleece; 
There, with the reſt, the firſt frail Veſlel try'd, 


And boldly ventur'd on the ſwelling Tide, 


The End of the Sixth Book, 


